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One 
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CHAPTER ONE 


Bruce Dickinson swept his long brown hair into a ponytail and walked through the door of his boss's office. He'd 
worked as a charter pilot for Bangor Air for almost four years now and, truth to tell, it was all getting a bit 
old. Little jaunts of an hour or two flying businessmen around the U. K. just wasn't the excitement he'd hoped 
for when he decided to become a pilot. Suppressing a sigh he took the sheaf of papers the manager handed 


him, glancing at them curiously. 
‘lm flying to Aberdeen? On a Friday night? Who the hell wants to go to Aberdeen on Friday night?" 


Rodney, the manager, chuckled a bit. "Who cares? They're willing to pay last minute weekend rates and what's 


more, you'll get to spend the weekend there and fly him home Monday." 


| can hardly contain my excitement,” Bruce said flatly. "Did you say ‘him’? It's just one man?" 


"Yeah," Rodney checked his own copy of the papers. "The charter is under the name of Northern Spirit records 


but the passenger is someone named Janick Gers." 
"And who is he when he's at home?" 


"Damned if | know but he must be important, they're shelling out thousands for this not to mention your 
accommodations for two nights. You did say you want all the extra flights you can get, right?" 


"Yeah," Bruce sighed, "it's not like | have anything else to do anyway." And that was a sad state of affairs 
indeed, he thought to himself. 


Rod merely raised his eyebrow a fraction but didn't comment. Bruce was young, good looking, and intelligent: 
Why his weekends weren't booked full Rod didn't know, but he reminded himself it was none of his business. 
They went over the details of the charter then Bruce went to give the Piper pail it's preflight check. A half 
hour before scheduled takeoff time Bruce went to the small terminal utilized by the company to locate his 
passenger. There were a couple dozen people either sitting or standing in the waiting area so he went to the 


information desk. The young woman sitting there looked up with a bright smile as he approached. 
"Bruce! | didn't expect to see you here tonight. Don't tell me they're giving you a flight this late in the day?" 


"Hi, Shirley," Bruce greeted her, recognizing the unmistakable note of flirtatiousness in her manner. "Yeah, I'm 


supposed to meet my passenger here. Any idea if he's here yet?" 


"Let's see," Shirley twirled her hair around her finger as she scanned her list. "Oh, here it is. Yeah, he's here, | 


remember him now, it's the blonde guy over by the window.’ 
Bruce followed her glance to the floor-to-ceiling windows that overlooked the runway. A tall slender man with 
long, somewhat wavy honey gold hair stood with his back to them looking out at the departing planes. At his 


feet was a large backpack and he had a guitar bag slung over his shoulder. 


"Thanks, Shirl." Bruce flashed her a grin that made her catch her breath slightly but he didn't notice, he was 


already walking over to the man. 
"Janick Gers?" 


The man turned and this time it was Bruce who caught his breath, momentarily taken aback by the sheer 


attractiveness of this man. 


"Yes, that's me. Are you my pilot?" 


Bruce put out his hand. "Bruce Dickinson. We can depart whenever you're ready." 


Bruce had been prepared to resent this man simply based on his company paying such a great deal of money 
just to fly him someplace but when Janick smiled and shook his hand he felt himself thaw just a bit. the 
handshake was brief but firm but it was the smile that threatened to get around Bruce's reserve, it was an 
open smile with what seemed genuine warmth. 


Follow me." Bruce said a little gruffly and led Janick to the stairs and down to the door opening out on the 
tarmac. Once aboard the small aircraft Bruce went through his safety routine, told Janick to sit wherever he 
wished, and put on his headset, effectively shutting the other man out. Even though he easily could 
communicate with passengers while waiting in the queue to takeoff Bruce studiously avoided eye contact with 


Janick and gave his full attention to the console, though in reality, he was just waiting in line. 


Once they were finally in the air Bruce spared a glance behind him, noticing that Janick had taken the 
frontmost seat on the other side of the aisle and was placidly gazing out the window. He took the opportunity 
to study his passenger more closely. The man was around his own age, he reckoned, and his initial impression 
of good looks only grew stronger upon closer examination. Janick's rich golden hair cascaded past his shoulders 
in the back and he was fair skinned to the point of being almost pale, though his complexion had a glowing 
warmth to it. He had a strong, square jaw and regular, even features and though he was wearing sunglasses 
Bruce would bet any money he was blue-eyed. No one had a right to possess both good looks and the good 
fortune to be shuttled around the country at someone else's expense, Bruce sulked. Just who was he, anyway, 


that it was so important he get to Aberdeen right away? He already disliked this Janick Gers. 


Janick turned to look toward him and Bruce quickly looked away. Normally he would have engaged his 
passengers in conversation by now but he felt irritated by this man. Judging by the guitar he carried and the 
fact that the flight had been chartered by a record company he must be some kind of music star, though 


Bruce didn't recognize him and Bruce was very familiar with the London rock and metal scene. 


Maybe that's why he felt so put out, he realized. Not so long ago he, too, had dreamed of making a living from 
music, of being a professional singer. He'd started singing in school and in University he'd actually been in a 
band. They had done well too for a college band, getting regular weekend gigs around the city, but when the 
members graduated that was all pushed aside. None of them had taken it as seriously as Bruce had. He'd been 
angry and bitter about it, not understanding how they could just turn their backs on everything and turn to 
regular jobs, pursuing the careers they'd studied and prepared for. Then the real world reared its ugly head 
and he suddenly understood it all too well, ultimately giving it up just as they had. 


The controller's voice in his headset startled Bruce from his resentful thoughts and he acknowledged the 
update on flight conditions. There was a developing front off Iceland that could move in before his return flight 
on Sunday and he made a mental note to check the forecast frequently. Tonight, though, the flight to Aberdeen 


was expected to be clear so he relaxed a bit and sat back, opening a bottle of water and taking a sip. 


"Do you fly up to Scotland often?" His passenger's soft voice broke in on Bruce's thoughts. 


Damn it, | don't want to talk, he grumbled inwardly. Aloud, though, he forced himself to be cordial. "Not often, 


only for special charters such as this.” 


"I hope this job didn't interfere with your weekend plans, " the blonde continued. "I know it was a last minute 


thing, it was for me too." 


Curious in spite of himself Bruce was compelled to ask, "Why on earth is it so important to get to Aberdeen 
on a Friday night?" He knew the question could be construed as rude but he didn't really give a damn. If he 


came off as rude maybe this guy would shut up and leave him alone. 


“The Immortal Ones are performing at the arena for the next two nights and this morning their lead guitarist 


broke two fingers in the lift door. Rather than cancel the shows they're sending me up to fill in for him." 


Bruce's interest was piqued but he tried not to let it show. The Immortal Ones were one of the top metal 
bands in the UK. If Janick Gers was considered good enough to play with them he must be a very good 
guitarist indeed. Bruce refused to let himself be impressed, however, and merely grunted an acknowledgment. 
Well, that explained the last minute special charter, at least. Gers returned to looking out at the clouds and 
Bruce stole a few more furtive glances at him. Knowing he was a top-notch guitarist actually raised more 
questions than it answered. If he was that good, why had Bruce never heard of him? And why wasn't he in a 
band rather than working as a fill-in guitarist? As much as Bruce wanted to know, though, he would be 


damned if he was going to ask. 


Several minutes passed before the guitarist spoke again. "Since you'll be stuck in Aberdeen, | can get you 


tickets to see the show if you like that sort of music? Unless there's something else you'd rather do." 

Well, that was a dumb thing to say, Bruce thought to himself. Of course there wasn't anything he wanted to 
do in Aberdeen, he knew nothing about the town. And he would love to see Immortal Ones perform, they were 
one of the bands he admired. It was on the tip of his tongue to politely decline but then he heard himself say 
he might as well go to the show, though he said it grudgingly. 


Janick Gers smiled that smile that had caught Bruce so off guard earlier, it was the kind of smile that could 
light up a whole room. "Great! Where will you be staying? I'll have them send tickets to your hotel." 


Bruce searched his memory for a moment "The Hilton Doubletree." 

"Really!" Janick amped up his smile. "That's where they've booked me. I'll get you tickets for both nights. You 
don't have to use them." 

he added quickly. 


Bruce felt himself smile almost against his will. "I'll use them. Thanks." 


It was a four-hour flight from London to Aberdeen but Bruce managed to look busy with flying, unwilling to 


engage in further conversation After one or two more halting attempts to talk with him, Janick seemed to 
give up, dug a book from his backpack, and began to read. Bruce caught a glimpse of the title and thought he 
must surely have read it wrong. Why would a guitarist be reading a book on Renaissance Italian architecture? 
No, a second look assured him he hadn't been wrong. Odd, Bruce thought to himself. He refused to admit he 


found Janick interesting. 

It was just dusk when they landed at Aberdeen International. As soon as he received the all clear from Bruce, 
Janick stood and gathered his gear but paused before exiting the aircraft, looking back at where Bruce was 
filling out his flight log. 

"Maybe I'll see you at the hotel. Anyway, | hope you enjoy the show." 

Bruce barely glanced up. "Maybe. If not, I'll see you here at 2:00 Sunday to fly back home." 

Janick hesitated for another moment then climbed out onto the air stairs and was gone. Bruce looked up in 


time to see him striding toward the terminal, hair glowing in the sunset light, tall and straight and wearing 
gray jeans as tight as a second skin. Bruce may have watched for a bit longer than he intended to. 


Two 
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Chapter Two 


It was over an hour later when Bruce exited the taxi at the hotel, the standard procedures for leaving his 
plane and having it refueled having been taken care of. He approached the front desk, giving his name and 


saying Bangor Air had reserved him a room for two nights. 


The pudgy middle-aged desk clerked clicked his computer mouse, typed some things on his keyboard, and clicked 


some more. "Dickinson, you said?" 

"Yes. Bruce Dickinson" Bruce was getting a bad feeling. "What's the matter?" 

"Hmmm..." the man was still clicking and typing. "I can't seem to find it. Do you have a confirmation number?" 
"Hell no, my boss would have that!" 


The man looked up with a tired look. "Is there any way you can reach your boss, sir? Without a confirmation 
number | can't verify a reservation has been made. " 

With an exasperated sigh Bruce dug Rodney's number out of his wallet and used the hotel phone to dial. as he 
expected at eight o'clock on a Friday night, there was no answer. He hung up with a snap and turned back to 


the desk clerk. 


"Listen, forget my reservation, I'll just rent a room on my own for the next couple of nights.” 
‘lm sorry, sir," the man didn't look the least bit sorry, "but we have no vacancies until early next week: 


"ll be gone by next weekl" Bruce was close to shouting now and nearly jumped when a quiet voice sounded at 


his shoulder. 
"What's wrong, Bruce?" 


He turned to find Janick standing behind him, a part of his mind surprised that the guitarist remembered his 
name. "Nothing, nothing. Don't you have a concert to do or something?" He knew he was being rude but he 
didn't care, it had been a long day and he had been thinking of skipping the concert even though tickets had 
been left at the desk for him. He wanted a shower and a bed but now it looked as though he wasn't going to 


get either one. 


‘I'm on my way to the arena now. Why don't you ride along with me?" 


"| can't," Bruce made a halfhearted effort to rein in his rising temper. "| have to look for a room. The idiots 


cocked up my reservation" It was unclear who he was calling idiots, the hotel staff or his own boss, but Janick 


ignored that and turned to the desk clerk 
"Can you phone around to the other hotels and locate a room for him? Seems like the least you could do.” 


The man sighed, "I suppose | can do that, yes. We apologize, Mr. Dickinson, for the inconvenience." The man 


couldn't have sounded less apologetic but Janick nodded and looked at Bruce. 
"Come on, enjoy the show. They'll locate a room for you by the time we get back." 


Bruce hesitated, then half against his better judgment he gave in. Going to the show beat sitting around in the 
lobby while the man phoned every hotel in town. He followed Janick out to the waiting taxi and was grateful 
that the other man didn't try to chat during the ride to the venue. They parted at the door, Janick to go 
backstage and Bruce to locate his seat which, surprisingly, was in the VIP. section directly in front of the 
stage. The opening act had just started and in spite of himself Bruce began to relax and even enjoy himself. It 
brought back memories of being in the band, of the camaraderie and the free drinks and late nights. He hadn't 
allowed himself to think about it in quite some time and he didn't realize until now how much he missed it. The 
spark was still there, buried deep but still there, the spark that had ignited his love of music and singing when 


he was barely a teenager. 


By the time The Immortal Ones took the stage Bruce was completely caught up in the excitement. The band's 
vocalist was one of several whose voice Bruce admired and had tried to emulate and it had been his intention 


to watch the man closely. That plan went out the window though as soon as Janick started to play. 


Bruce knew he had to be good, he wouldn't have been flown all the way up here if he wasn't, but he wasn't 
prepared for how good the man actually was. His playing seemed to flow as naturally as breathing, he barely 
looked at the instrument and often closed his eyes, tilting his head to one side with a faraway expression. But 
it wasn't his considerable talent that made Bruce's jaw drop, it was the way he moved. Janick seemed to have 
the music take over his body as he played, he danced, he spun, he twirled, all obviously unplanned and 
unconscious as an extension of his playing. Then he went into a solo and if Bruce had been mesmerized before 
he was absolutely spellbound now. The solo was a long one with lots of tremolo work and as he got more into it 
Jan began to thrust his hips against the Strat he played, holding the instrument perpendicular to his body and 
snapping his body against it in a way that Bruce reacted to in a way he had never reacted to a guitarist or a 
performer of any kind before. He felt himself become sexually aroused. He tried his best to ignore it, though 
part of his mind was acutely conscious of it, in hopes it would go away and focused on watching the rest of 
the concert. It all became too much, however, when during one of the final songs Janick had a long improvised 
solo during which he fell to his knees with the Strat held between his legs and rhythmically humped it, his 


head thrown back and eyes closed in an expression of pure ecstasy. 


Bruce had to get out of there. Fortunately, the crowd was well behaved, unlike some concerts he had been to, 


and security was on point so he was able to weave his way out of his section and through the crowd with 
minimal trouble, all the while aware that he had a raging erection and becoming increasingly angry over it. He 
tried to be angry at Janick for putting on such a sexually charged performance but he knew he was really 
angry with himself. For the most part he had been able to suppress his sexual attraction toward men for the 
past several years but it had always been there lurking just beneath the surface. He had more or less given 
up on dating altogether, though he was also very attracted to women. It was too confusing to try to keep his 
urges and emotions straight, to be out with a woman then chance to see a man and feel more of an attraction 
for the man than for his date. Coupled with everything else he had to deal with over the past few years he 
told himself he simply didn't have the time or energy for a social life. 


Outside the arena Bruce was struck by the cold night air and breathed deep, trying to clear his head. The 
concert hadn't let out yet and there were only a few people about so he shoved his hands in the pockets of 
his jeans, giving his receding hard-on a little more room to breathe in the process, and began to walk. He knew 


Janick expected to ride back to the hotel together since they had arrived together but right now the thought 


of sharing a cab with the guitarist was something Bruce couldn't face. 


Several blocks from the arena Bruce happened across an area of the city with a number of pubs and ducked 
inside one with a sense of relief. He needed a drink; he needed several drinks. This was turning into the trip 
from hell and he still had no idea where he would be sleeping that night. Drinking three beers in rapid 
succession only served to make him realize how tired he was, however, and he asked the landlord to phone for 


a cab. 

There was a different desk clerk on duty when he arrived back at the hotel, a college-aged girl, and when he 
asked if there had been any success in locating a room she gave him a blank look Gritting his teeth, he 
explained his situation to her and that the previous clerk had promised to try to locate a vacancy for him at 
another hotel. The girl was shuffling through the handwritten notes her predecessor had left when out of the 
corner of his eye Bruce saw the distinctive long golden hair of Janick getting out of a taxi outside. He literally 


groaned out loud. 


Sure enough, as soon as Janick came inside he spotted Bruce at the desk and came over just as the girl was 
shaking her head and shuffling through the note a second time, having found nothing regarding Bruce at all 


"Have they found you a room, mate?" Janick asked, coming up beside him. 
‘tm not your mate Bruce thought to himself. "No." he replied shortly. 
"Listen, my room has two beds. You can just kip with me." 


‘Oh hell nol Bruce thought, almost physically backing away from the suggestion "No, thank you." he forced 
himself to be cordial. 


"Where will you sleep, then?" 


Janick's question was a reasonable one but Bruce had no real answer. "At the airport, | suppose. Maybe they'll 
let me sleep in the plane." Even as he said it he knew it was extremely unlikely the airport authorities would 


allow such a thing. 


Janick's expression was one of puzzlement and, it almost seemed, of hurt. "I really don't mind if you stay in my 


room, Bruce. l.l won't try to talk to you or anything.’ 


Bruce found that an odd thing to say, then he realized Janick had picked up on Bruce's antipathy for him. He 
was struck with an unexpected feeling of guilt. After all, the man was only trying to help him out of a jam and 
there was no legitimate reason for Bruce to feel such animosity. Bruce knew this, and after a moment's 


hesitation he sighed. 


“All right, | suppose | have no choice." He was aware of how grudging he sounded and the thought flashed 
through his mind that his Grandfather would be ashamed of him. "Thank you." he added, trying to modulate his 


tone into some semblance of politeness. 


Janick gave him a searching look but said nothing as Bruce collected the overnight bag he had left at the desk 
earlier and followed him to the lifts. On the ride up to Janick's third-floor room, Bruce was aware of the other 


man looking at him. It was getting on his already frayed nerves. 
"What?!" 


Janick looked unperturbed. He didn't reply until after they exited the elevator and he was inserting the card 
key to his room door. Once they were inside he stuck the card in the slot to turn on the lights, then he 
turned to Bruce. "I'm sorry you're having a bad day. I'd ask if you enjoyed the show but it seems you'd rather 
be left alone so I'll go have a shower now. You can take whichever bed you prefer." With that, Janick dug a 
toiletries kit from the open backpack on the floor and went into the bathroom. 


Bruce stared after him a moment, then sighed. Sitting on the bed closest the door he shrugged out of the 
serge jacket emblazoned with the Bangor Airlines logo, toed off his high top sneakers and lay back against the 
headboard. He heard the shower start up and a vision came unbidden to his mind of Janick in the bathroom 
stripping naked then letting the water cascade over his lean body. Bruce raked his hand through his hair as 
though that would erase the unwanted image from his mind. Damn it, why was this happening to him?! It had 
been years since he's felt anything like this toward a man, or toward anyone for that matter. Four years and 


some odd months, to be exact. Since he graduated from Uni and he and Paul parted ways. 


He had thought he'd been successful in erasing Paul from his mind but obviously he was wrong. Paul was the 
guitarist for Speed, the band Bruce had been with in college, and Paul had been his first real love affair not 
counting awkward trysts with girls and the odd boy in secondary school. And Paul had moved back to his home 
in Leeds as soon as he got his degree with just a cursory half-hearted hug and an empty promise to keep in 
touch. Bruce hadn't seen or heard from him since. And if it hadn't been for his grandfather falling ill Bruce 
was sure he would have gone to Leeds to find Paul, which would have been a disaster. But a few months after 


he got his degree Papa Tom, his maternal grandfather and the man who had raised him after his unwed 


mother had abandoned him, suffered a debilitating stroke. The following three years had been a blur of rest 


homes, hospitals, and endless heartbreaking visits before Papa Tom passed away the preceding winter. 


And what would Papa think of him now, Bruce reflected. Being surly if not downright rude to Janick simply 
because he reminded Bruce of feelings he believed he was past. Because he reminded Bruce of Paul. Bruce 
didn't even know why he was reminded of him, the two were nothing alike. Paul had been dark-haired, loud, 
boisterous, completely opposite from Janick both physically and temperamentally. Even the way he was 
attracted to Janick felt different. With Paul, it had been a familiar comradeship of longtime friends with the 
occasional sexual encounter thrown in. Nothing like the onslaught of sudden lust he'd felt for Janick at seeing 


him onstage and nothing like the warmth he was fighting so hard against whenever Janick showed him kindness. 


A few minutes later Bruce heard the shower shut off and momentarily Janick came out wearing loose track 


pants and a sleeveless tee. He glanced at Bruce as he passed his bed but didn't say anything. 
"Janick?" 
Janick looked up from putting his kit back in his bag. 


"Um.l'm sorry l'm being such an arse. | do appreciate you letting me stay here." Bruce felt surprisingly better 


once the words were out. 
Janick sat on the edge of his bed facing Bruce. "That's okay, its what anyone would do." 


"No," Bruce had to insist, "it isn’t. I'm a total stranger and I've been treating you like shit. | owe you an 


apology." 


Janick smiled and once again Bruce felt the odd feeling that irritated him so much. He pushed it down. "The.the 
show was great and you're brilliant with that Strat." The moment he said that in his mind's eye he saw Janick 
riding the guitar like a wild stallion and he felt himself flush, something he was not at all prone to do. 


"Thanks!" Janick was obviously pleased, his thoughts were as easy to read as words in his eyes. It would be 
impossible, Bruce thought, for this man to be deceptive with eyes like that. Janick paused. "I don't expect 


everyone to like me, Bruce, but | don't know what | did to make you dislike me." 


"But | don't dislike you!" Bruce said without thinking. "Quite the opposite!" Oh shit, did he really just say that 
out loud. He made a dismissive gesture. "It's late and l'm tired, | don't know what l'm saying. I'd just like to take 
a shower and go to bed" 


Janick looked startled, then puzzled. "Okay." he said softly, still looking a bit confused. 


Bruce escaped to the bathroom gratefully. The bathroom smelled of fresh herbal soap or shampoo, a scent 
Bruce had noticed around Janick since he'd first met him, and he tried to ignore it without much success. 


When he emerged from the bathroom several minutes later wearing the sweats and loose tee he used as 


pajamas he found that Janick had turned out all but one small lamp by Bruce's bed. All he could see of the 
guitarist was a fall of wavy golden hair cascading over the pillow in the opposite bed. The other man didn't 
move and Bruce felt relief that he had apparently gone to sleep. Bruce switched off the lamp as he climbed 


into his own bed but as exhausted as he was, sleep was slow in coming. 


Three 
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Chapter Three 


Bruce was awakened the next morning by the soft snick of the room door closing. Opening one eye he saw 


Janick come in with a tray from the breakfast buffet. 


"Good morning," the blonde said when he saw Bruce was awake. "I've brought coffee and something to eat if 


you'd like some." 


Bruce pulled himself upright. "Thanks." he grunted. He struggled to a sitting position and took a cautious sip 
from the Styrofoam cup of coffee. He was surprised to note that he didn't feel as bad as he expected after 
sleeping so restlessly. He wrestled with his thoughts and memories late into the night and had reached some 
difficult conclusions. He didn't like the person he'd been the day before, it wasn't in his nature to be so irritable 
and surly and he made up his mind not to let his own demons affect the way he treated others. After a half 
a cup of steaming hot caffeine he was feeling a bit more human He looked at Janick over the rim of the cup. 


The blonde was sitting cross-legged on his bed drinking from a plastic cup of orange juice, an apple in his other 


hand. 


"So," Bruce was finding it easier than he expected to be pleasant, "what will you be doing today before you 


have to go to the arena?" 
Janick looked pleasantly surprised that Bruce was making small talk. "I was thinking of going to the cathedral, 
its supposed to be quite interesting. | might be able to take some decent photos, though it would be better if 


it was a nice day." 


Bruce looked out the partially opened curtains beyond Janick's bed, noticing for the first time a leaden sky. 
"Damn, I'd better call the airport for an updated forecast" he muttered. 


"Is there bad weather expected?" Janick asked curiously, biting his apple. 


"Possibly. I'll soon find out" he reached for the phone and placed a quick call, hanging up a couple minutes later 


with a grim face. 


"Bad news?" 


“There's a front moving in off the North Atlantic. There could be heavy rains and gusty winds tomorrow. If 
there are, our flight home will be delayed" 


Janick looked concerned. "When will you know for certain?" 


"Not until at least noon tomorrow, I'm afraid. These things can change very quickly." Bruce reached for a 


doughnut. "If you have anyone waiting at home you might want to give them a heads up, just in case." 
"No, there's no one. | don't have any work scheduled until Wednesday." 


"What exactly do you do?" Bruce was curious. A guitarist as good as Janick should be in a band but he 
apparently wasn't since he was taking fill-in gigs. 


Janick smiled. "l'm a session guitarist at Northern Spirit studios." 

| have to say I'm surprised you aren't in a band, as good as you are!" Bruce was being frankly honest. 
Janick looked faintly embarrassed and looked down at his orange juice. "| used to be. | was in a few, actually." 
"| was only in one." Bruce muttered almost to himself, but Janick heard. 

"You were in a band, Bruce? What did you play?" 

Bruce was suddenly reluctant to talk about himself. "I was the singer, but it was just a college band" 


"Nothing wrong with that, some college bands are very good. But you don't sing anymore?" Janick looked 


sincerely interested, he turned to face Bruce, propping his elbows on his jean-clad knees. 
"No, not since Uni. No time." 
"That's too bad. I'd love to have heard you. What music did you do?" 


Bruce was forced to laugh in spite of himself. "Hard rock and metal, actually. | suppose that's why | agreed to 


go to the concert last night, the Immortal Ones are one of the bands | admire." 


Janick took a banana from the tray and began to peel it. "I looked for you after the show but you weren't 


around so | wasn't sure if you stayed for the whole show." 


"Up until the encore." Bruce admitted shortly, abruptly reminded of why he'd left in such a hurry. He watched 
as Janick began to eat the banana, feeling a faint twinge of the same arousal return. Damn it, why did he find 
this man so hot?! He quickly excused himself and went into the bathroom before he allowed those thoughts to 
go any further. 


When he came out several minutes later, shaved and with his chestnut hair brushed and flowing down his 


back, he found Janick just putting a rather expensive looking camera into its case. The blonde looked up. 
"| don't suppose you'd like to come with me today?" 


"No, no thanks." Bruce quickly declined. The thought of spending a day in the company of the blonde was 
something he didn't want to examine too closely, it had the very edges of an excitement and anticipation to it 


that he couldn't face right then. "I've got some calls to make." 


"Right, then" Janick hoisted his backpack, slung his camera around his neck, and walked to the door. "I'll be back 


this afternoon, earlier if it rains. See you then!" and he left. 


Bruce stared after him blankly for a few minutes, still lost in thought. A part of him regretted not taking 
Janick up on his offer but there was something daunting about being in the man's company. It felt almost 
nostalgic, which was ridiculous because up until yesterday he had never heard of Janick Gers. The nostalgia 
came from missing the rapport he used to share with his friends before Papa Tom's illness took over his life 
and working as a pilot took over his time. He knew instinctively that the potential for that kind of rapport 
existed between himself and the blonde guitarist and he didn't want to give it a chance to develop. It could only 
lead to disappointment, the way most of his other relationships had. Sooner or later he had lost everyone he 


had ever cared about and it was easier to avoid letting that happen again. 


Bruce finally managed to get ahold of Rodney and ascertain that a reservation had been made but that Rodney 
had somehow never been given a confirmation number. It was moot now anyway, he had a place to sleep for 
tonight and tomorrow they would be on their way home. Hanging up, Bruce knew he had to find something to 
do for the rest of the day and he had to get out of the room so housekeeping could clean it. At a loss, Bruce 
simply went for a walk and wandered through Aberdeen. He had only been there a time or two and had never 
explored it but surprisingly he had a pleasant day, darkening skies notwithstanding. It was almost four in the 
afternoon and a light rain was beginning to fall when he made his way back to the hotel. 


Somewhat to his surprise Janick was already back and was sitting with the acoustic guitar he'd brought with 


him strumming softly, headphones plugged into a cassette recorder. Bruce tried to be unobtrusive coming in 


but Janick took off the headphones and greeted him. 


"Hi, Bruce. | hope you don't mind but | have to familiarize myself better with these songs, they said | was a 
little weak on them last night." 


"Sounded perfect to me and | know every Immortals song by heart” Bruce told him truthfully. "But go right 
ahead, | was just going to head out for some dinner. Uh, do you want me to bring you back anything?" Being 
polite to Janick was getting easier for Bruce but he still felt odd around the man. He knew it was because 


Janick was so attractive, it made him a little self-conscious and he wasn't a bit happy about it: 


Janick smiled. "No thanks, | never eat before a show. I'll grab something after." 


"Right. I'll be back in time to ride to the venue with you." 


Bruce went to the hotel restaurant for a fish dinner, a local specialty, but he found himself picking at the food. 
He'd been able to relax as he was walking around town that afternoon but as soon as he was back in Janick's 
presence he felt out of sorts again. The blonde had a strange effect on him but while it no longer pissed him 
off, it puzzled him. He gave up on supper and instead ordered a beer. Lost in thought he looked down several 
minutes later to find with surprise it was empty so he ordered another. He was just finishing his fourth when 


Janick came in. 
"The taxi is on the way, Bruce. Are you ready?" 


"Whenever you are." Bruce stood, the floor tilted a bit but he steadied himself and followed Janick to the lobby. 
They stood by the front doors awaiting their cab and Janick looked over at Bruce with a smile. 


"You sure you're all right, mate?" 
"Oh, I'm fine!" Bruce said a little too expansively. "Never better!" 


Janick laughed softly. "After the show you'll have to give me a chance to catch up, it seems you're a few 
beers ahead of me." 


Bruce was feeling pretty generous right then and clapped Janick on the shoulder. "I'll treat you to a few!" He 
left his hand on Janick's shoulder a few seconds longer than he needed to, he fancied he could feel the warmth 
of the blonde's ivory skin through the tee shirt he was wearing. The shoulder felt lean and hard against his 
palm and he had a split-second urge to trail his fingers all the way down the man's arm. He removed his hand 
as quickly as if it had been burned but fortunately the cab pulled up at that very moment so Janick didn't 


appear to notice. 


Unlike the previous evening, Bruce felt like chatting during the ride this time. "Hey Jan-ick," he paused, rolling 


the name on his tongue. "Jan-ick. That's an unu.., un... unusual name. Where did you get it?" 


Janick was laughing softly. "From my parents! Actually, its more common in eastern Europe but my Dad is 
Polish so that no doubt explains it." 


Bruce nodded sagely. "No doubt. | suppose my mother named me. | didn't know her, | didn't have parents." 


That got Janick's attention, he turned to face Bruce but Bruce was looking out the window. He knew in the back 
of his mind that he was talking too much, he'd drank four beers in rapid succession on an empty stomach and 
they'd hit him harder than they ordinarily would have. He couldn't seem to shut up, though. 

"My Mom left me with her parents when | was six months old. No one ever heard from her again and no one 


knows who my Dad was." 


"Oh..Bruce." Janick's voice held both shock and sadness. "l'm sorry." 


Bruce looked over at Janick after a moment, already regretting having revealed so much about himself. In the 
uncertain light from the street and the passing vehicles he could see sorrow in the blonde's gray eyes but 
none of the pity he'd been dreading. Instead, he saw understanding and empathy and he instinctively knew 


beyond a doubt it was genuine. He forced a nonchalant note in his voice. 
"No matter, it was a long time ago. And | turned out just fine" 
"Yes." Janick nodded, his voice soft. "Yes, you did" 


For a long moment the two men's eyes locked, but the taxi had pulled up by the backstage door of the venue 
now. Janick broke his gaze but turned back to Bruce after he got out. The rain was soaking into his hair but 


he didn't pay it any mind. 
"l'Il leave word to let you backstage after the show. Come find me, okay?" 


Bruce merely nodded and watched as Jan showed his security badge and was admitted into the building. He was 
let off by the main doors and, as the night before, found his way to the VIP. seating area. He was sobering up 
now and was glad, the noise and the press of bodies would surely have made him sick if he was still drunk. By 
the time the opening act was finished he felt fairly normal but remembered his unguarded moments in the 
taxi. He was appalled at how he had let himself speak so freely. He never talked of his childhood even to his 
closest friends, not even to Paul although he had thought himself to be in love with him. It was something so 
deeply buried in his psyche he only thought about it a few times a year. On his birthday, usually, and 
sometimes at Christmas. His grandfather never talked about his Mother. She had been his only daughter but 
after abandoning Bruce he said she was dead to him. Maybe she actually was dead for all he knew. He was 
aware that there were resources available for him to track her down but he long since ceased to care. His 
Grandparents had been strict but they had raised him and after his grandmother died he was all his 
grandfather had left. 


But why had he opened up to Janick about this, a man he barely knew? It was more than the beer, even 
though he had been tipsy he hadn't been drunk enough to not know what he was saying. As the roadies and 
techs readied the stage for the main act Bruce mulled it over in his mind but was no closer to an answer 


when the opening bars of the intro sounded. It was just another of the inexplicable things about Janick. 


The Immortal Ones set was exceptional and Bruce's eyes were glued to Janick. The man had no end of moves, 
they were completely unrehearsed and unplanned, they seemed to come from the music itself flowing through 
the guitarists body. Halfway through the set he incorporated something Bruce had never seen, though he'd 
heard of such things. After twirling his Strat around his body by the strap Janick took it off and tossed it ten 
feet in the air, catching it flawlessly, playing few chords, then tossing it again. Bruce knew there were 
guitarists who did tricks like this but he had never witnessed it and was more impressed than he thought he 
would be. A few songs later Janick began humping the guitar again, falling to his knees, eyes closed, snapping 
his hips sharply and sending a jolt straight to Bruce's groin. He didn't fight it this time, he knew it was no use. 


He was only glad that the crowd was focused on the show and no one would see the telltale bulge in his jeans. 


By the end of the set Bruce was yelling as loudly as the crowd around him and he thought he caught Janick 
looking for him in the crowd just before the band left the stage. He had to wait for the crowd to thin which 
took quite some time before he could make his way to a security guy and ask if word had been left to allow 
him backstage. He half expected the guy would know nothing of it, especially since the fiasco with the hotel 
reservations, but to his surprise the guy got on his radio, asked someone to check the list for his name, then 


not only allowed Bruce through but escorted him to the area where the band was gathered. 


Janick saw him right away, Bruce got the vague impression he had been waiting for him, then he wondered 
why that thought had passed through his mind. Jan came over and greeted him with a grin, shoving a beer in 
his hand. He was obviously keyed up from the show, fairly humming with residual excitement. 


“Another fantastic show, mate!" he told Jan, watching the gray eyes light up at the compliment. He opened the 
beer but was careful to drink more slowly this time and was glad when Jan told him to help himself from a 
table of hors-d'oeuvres. He had already experienced what drinking on an empty stomach could do and he did 
not want to repeat that. Janick introduced Bruce to the members of the band, these were the biggest stars 
Bruce had yet to meet but he was strangely comfortable with it. They chatted easily together, reminding 
Bruce of the easy camaraderie he had always enjoyed with musicians. This entire weekend had served to 
sharply remind him of how he had loved being a part of that clique. It seemed like a lifetime ago rather than 
just a few years and it made him feel somehow old even though he and Janick were among the youngest 


people in the room. 


After a half hour or so the band finished their meet-and-greet with the half dozen fans and journalists 
present and departed for the showers but Janick tapped Bruce on the arm. 


"You want to go back to the hotel for a few drinks in the pub there?" 


Bruce shrugged, "Sure!" He remembered how the night before Janick had waited until he was back in the room 
to shower, evidently this was his usual practice. Jan spoke quietly to one of the various people milling around 
asking to phone for a taxi then he and Bruce made their way through the corridors past the road crew as 
they were busily putting equipment away and hauling it back to the loading bay. 


"What happens after tonight, Janick? With you, | mean" Bruce asked as they walked. "Won't they need you to 


continue filing in? Broken fingers take time to heal." 


"The next shows weren't scheduled until next weekend so there was time to cancel them, unlike these two 


nights. So | go back to London and back to studio work." 


"You're too good for that" Bruce shook his head slightly. "You should be in a band full time." 


Janick didn't speak until they reached the door where they went outside to wait for the cab. "It isn't that 
easy." he finally said. "It's hard to find people who share the same vision, you know? People who agree on the 


direction of the music and who can get along together." 


Bruce understood. He had been around enough bands to know there were often struggles between members 
over all sorts of things, from the type of music to the image to the types of clubs to play in. 


"This morning you said you've been in a few bands." Bruce remembered. "Was it conflicts about the music that 
broke them up?" 


Janick looked out at the lit parking area, watching the semi-trucks be loaded further down the building. He was 
quiet for so long Bruce wasn't sure he was going to answer. 
"Not the music, exactly." he finally said, his voice quiet and almost sad to Bruce's ears. "There were.. 


personality differences." 


Bruce gave him a quick glance. He found it impossible to believe anyone could have had a personality conflict 
with Janick, the man was the most mellow, easygoing person Bruce could ever remember encountering. It was 
partly that very calmness that had irritated Bruce so much when he first met the man Looking at the 


faraway expression in the blonde's eyes though, Bruce was certain he didn't want to pursue the subject. 


The taxi pulled up and the two men rode back to the hotel discussing elements of the night's show. It was 
obvious to Janick that Bruce had downplayed his experience with music, he was quite knowledgeable and when 


the cab pulled up at the hotel he remarked on it. 


"You said earlier that it seems a waste for me to settle for being a studio musician. | could say the same 


about you and being a pilot. You love the music scene, it's plain to see that” 
Bruce wasn't sure how to reply to that statement, it could be taken as both a compliment and as criticism. 
Looking over at Janick, though, Bruce knew it hadn't been intended as criticism. He was learning more about the 


blonde guitarist and he sensed that the man didn't have a negative bone in his body. 


"I do love being involved in music," he admitted, "but | love being a pilot too and being a pilot means a steady 


paycheck." 


Janick smiled and opened the cab door. "So does being a studio musician so | get what you're saying. Want to go 
for a drink?" 


"Yeah, and remember | said I'd treat you to a few." 


Four 


Author's Notes: 
Total fiction written with immense love and respect for the men named and for Iron Maiden as a band 


Chapter Four 


The pub was rather crowded, being a Saturday night, and the only place available to sit was a small table near 
the kitchen doors. They continued talking about the concert, the sound quality, the equipment used, and music 
in general then Janick dug a pen out of his pocket and scribbled something on a napkin, pushing it across to 


Bruce. 
"Here's my number in London, give me a call when you get a chance. | want to hear you sing.” 


Bruce laughed but took the pen and tore off a corner of the napkin, writing his own number on it. It gave him 
a strange feeling as he watched Jan put the paper in his wallet, the kind of uncertain feeling he used to get in 
school when he saw a girl he liked and wanted to get to know her. He faced the fact that he definitely wanted 
to get to know Janick better. Fighting his attraction to the blonde guitarist wasn't working, if anything fighting 
it only made it stronger and he couldn't find it in himself to be aloof and bad-tempered anymore, it was 
against his outgoing nature. He liked people, liked meeting and learning about different people, and going against 
that just left him unsettled 


These thoughts had been flitting through Bruce's mind all evening. OF course, he knew that ultimately his fear 
of rejection would still haunt him. He was setting himself up for heartache by allowing himself to be interested 
in Janick, there was nothing to indicate Janick would be interested in him or any other man as more than a 
friend, but it seemed to Bruce like he was powerless to stay away from the man in spite of the danger of 
unrequited affection. And he knew he already felt affection for the guitarist, something completely apart from 
the sexual attraction he undeniably felt. It was this that made Bruce feel that at the very least the two of 
them could become friends. Hell, they already were friends. 

It was after midnight when the two of them arrived at the pub and though they ordered a bowl of stew 
apiece for supper they still managed to put away several beers before the landlord called time. They were 
both in the state of inebriation where everything was warm and fuzzy around the edges, both laughing at the 
slightest excuse and feeling all was well with the world as they made their rather unsteady way up to their 
room. Janick made several attempts to slide the card key in the lock, laughing as Bruce sternly told the door 
to hold still for him, then Bruce gave in and put his hand over Janick's to steady the key. The moment he did 
he had a quick flash of warning through his mind that he shouldn't touch Jan, a warning that was gone so fast 
he chose to ignore it. Jan's hand felt warm beneath his, the skin on the back of the hand soft and the 
contrast between his pale skin and Bruce's darker, hairier hand was striking. The two of them managed to slide 


the key and unlock the door but Bruce didn't remove his hand right away, instead reluctantly letting go only 


after the door opened and Jan reached up to turn on the light. 


Janick was still keyed up even after the alcohol he's consumed, he told Bruce it was always that way after a 
performance for him, that the adrenaline high would last for hours and he wouldn't be able to sleep for quite 


a while yet. 


"We don't have to go to bed right away, then. " Bruce flopped down on his back on his bed, looking over at 
Janick as the other man removed his denim jacket and sat to untie his sneakers. "Take your shower and we 


can hang out for a while, the flight isn't until tomorrow afternoon so we can sleep as late as we want." 


"Right, then, I'll get to it" Janick's natural modesty was tempered by the beer he's drank and he slid his tee 
shirt off over his head, tossing it aside and started to unbutton his pants before he seemed to remember 
Bruce was there. He padded to the bathroom before continuing and Bruce was glad, when he saw Janick unsnap 
his pants his heart had started hammering so hard he didn't know how the other man couldn't have heard it. 
The sight of the lean chest and straight back was enough to get Bruce semi-aroused again as it was, he 
honestly don't know what he would have done if Jan had stripped completely and he was glad he didn't have to 
find out. He found his hand creeping down to his crotch as soon as the bathroom door shut behind Jan and he 
had to force himself to stop at just a light squeeze although he had an urge to quickly wank off before Jan 


came back. 


Letting out a low growl of frustration, Bruce removed his shoes and got comfortable leaning back in the bed. 
Jan had left his book on the nightstand at some point and Bruce picked it up curiously. It was on the different 
architectural styles of some well known Mediterranean cathedrals but it wasn't written in a dry, scholarly 
style so after reading a few paragraphs Bruce found himself becoming interested. He was still reading when 


Jan came out of the bathroom dressed in his sleep clothes. 
"You're interested in that sort of thing?" he indicated the book in Bruce's hand. 


| have all sorts of interests," Bruce admitted, replacing Jan's bookmark and putting the book down, "but | 


haven't had much time to pursue most of them recently." 


"You must work long hours flying people around." Jan's voice was sympathetic as he lay back on his bed in a 


similar position as Bruce. 


"It's not that so much," Bruce said, and before he could re-think it he found himself telling Jan about Papa 


Tom's illness and how caring for him had overtaken everything else in his life until recently. 


"Pop was all | had," he finished lamely, surprised at himself for once again opening up to Janick, "so...it was 


difficult." 


He was embarrassed at having shared something so personal and he couldn't bring himself to look at Janick, 


instead leaning his head back and closing his eyes. 


After a moment of silence he was suddenly aware of the mattress next to him dipping and Jan's voice quite 


close to his ear. "I'm sorry. | can only imagine what that must have been like for you." 


Bruce opened his eyes to find Jan's sympathetic gray eyes only a foot from his own. He found himself a little 
nonplussed at having Jan sitting so close in addition to having shown vulnerability in front of the man and he 
shrugged, trying to appear more composed than he felt. "It's just the way things were. Pop's gone now and life 


goes on" 


"Was all that.his illness and his passing..part of why you gave up music?" Jan asked quietly. Bruce looked at 
him again. He didn't get the sense he was being intrusive, he felt he was genuinely interested. 


"What other things?" It was apparent in Jan's voice that he knew it really wasn't his business but he couldn't 


keep from asking anyway. 


Bruce took a deep breath, making a sudden decision He had already told Janick more about himself than he'd 
told anyone since he was a kid and it had felt strangely good to unburden himself, strangely cathartic. In the 
back of his mind he knew his next words would probably kill any chance he had of a real friendship with Jan 
but he plunged on anyway. 

"The other thing was Paul. We were in a band together for three years. We..we were together for three 
years. He went home after we finished school and..and that was the end of that. The end of all of it" Bruce 
kept his eyes locked on Jan's as he said this looking for the change in expression he expected. Surprise, 


aversion, repugnance, even disgust. But the warm expression didn't change, it didn't waver a bit. 
"I'm sorry.” Jan repeated quietly. "In a way you lost two people cared for very much in a few short years." 


"You don't seem.. don't know, | guess | thought you'd be surprised to learn I'm bisexual. At the very least," 
Bruce attempted a smile, "I thought you would go back to your own bed." 


Janick chuckled softly. "You thought that would change how | think of you? It doesn't" Janick paused, seeming 
to seek for words but he kept eye contact with Bruce. "Remember when | told you | had a personality conflict 
in my last band? it was more than just a conflict, | was kicked out of the band" 


"Kicked out?" Bruce couldn't hide his astonishment. Who in their right mind would kick out a guitarist as 
talented as Janick? 


Janick nodded and looked down now, his long fingers picking at a loose thread in the duvet. "The band was doing 
well, we had regular gigs all over the northeast and a Northern Spirit records offered us a contract. Before 
signing us on to a full commitment, though, they wanted to see if we could draw bigger crowds so they 
arranged for us to be the opening band for lan Gillan. Gillan has always been kind of an idol of mine and we 
became close during that tour. Then one evening after a show the leader of the band | was with, a guy named 


Percy, found me in Gillan's dressing room. We were..well, | was..." Janick took a deep breath and looked back up 


at Bruce. "We were in a compromising position. He fired me on the spot" 


Bruce stared, letting Jan's words sink in. When he didn't say anything, Janick continued, his voice soft. 
"Northern Spirit didn't know any of this, they only knew | was sacked and they still thought | had talent, | 
guess. They took me on as a session musician and that's what I've been doing ever since. But you see why | 


can't judge you on your relationship with Paul. It isn't up to me to judge anyone for anything anyway, I'm not 


like that. " 


"That was so unfair!" Bruce breathed, his voice filled with indignation. "To fire you over something personal like 


that! But surely you could have found a different band?" 


Jan gave a wry shrug. "| was kind of afraid to look, | didn't know what sort of things Percy had said about me. 
What he saw was bad enough but he could have made it sound worse and spread all sorts of gossip around 


about me." 


"What did he see?" The words were out of Bruce's mouth before he had a chance to rein them in, but all Jan 


did was give a somewhat twisted smile. 


| was blowing lan. That was all | did, and it really didn't happen often" Jan blushed as he said this but his gaze 


was direct. 
"So you're attracted to blokes, too?" Bruce felt like he had to reaffirm this. 


"| guess | must be. | never thought | was until one night lan and | were pretty drunk and things just happened, 
but | could have said no and | didn't" 


Bruce felt like the pit of his stomach was hollow but he knew he had to say something. "Is there any chance..| 


mean, would you ever consider going out with a man again? Would you ever consider going out with me?" 


Jan's eyes widened almost imperceptibly in surprise but there was something else in them too. "Yes." he said 


so quietly Bruce felt it more than heard it. "Yes, | would" 


For a long moment the two men locked eyes and Bruce saw a reflection of his own spinning thoughts in Janick's. 
Then as if by unspoken mutual compulsion they leaned in and Bruce felt his lips press against Jan's. At that 
slight, chaste touch a rush of staggering emotion swept through him and he put a hand on the blonde’s 
shoulder, pulling him slightly closer, reconnecting the kiss a bit more firmly and feeling a second rush, this one 
of pure desire. He felt Jan's tongue softly trace his lips and he parted them, drawing the questing tongue in, 


tasting of Jan and savoring him. 


When they parted Janick smiled. "I never kissed lan, you're the first man I've ever kissed." 


It flashed through Bruce's mind how Paul had never liked kissing or showing affection and how at the time he 


just thought that was how he was, that it didn't mean Paul didn't care for him. "I wish you were the first man 
I've ever kissed" he heard himself say. He still felt breathless and it had nothing to do with the inability of his 
lungs to get enough air, it was a kind of heady breathlessness that was a little scary but very exciting. "What 
do you think of kissing a man?" 


For an answer Janick simply smiled again and slipped his hand behind Bruce's head, pulling him in for another 
kiss. Bruce responded by putting both arms around the blonde and the kiss took on a life of its own, becoming 
deeper and hungrier until Bruce broke away. Janick's eyes filled his vision, they were a little hesitant, a little 


nervous, but there was something else as well, something Bruce recognized as want and desire. 


"Janick, are you sure you want to continue this, are you sure you won't regret this?" Bruce hated to ask but 


he felt he had to. 


The blonde nodded, "I'm sure. l.l was attracted you from the first but you were so standoffish toward me | 
had to hide it. I'm glad | don't have to hide it any longer, | want to see where this goes. | haven't really had 


much experience with a man" The last bit sort of trailed off in embarrassment. 


Bruce thought fleetingly of how few and far between his sexual encounters with Paul had been and how they 
had always veered off before going all the way. "Neither have | really, and what little I've had was years ago. 


So maybe we can take this slow, okay?" 
Janick reached up to touch Bruce's cheek. "Okay." 


Now that they had laid themselves open, though, neither man seemed to be willing to make the first move. 
Bruce held Janick's hand in his, feeling the calloused fingers tremble slightly, stroking his thumb across the 
back of the hand and trying to come to terms with what was happening. He had that feeling one gets when 
they're on the precipice of something big, something life changing, and he had a flash of sheer terror at the 
idea of being exposed and unguarded against the myriad pitfalls that could happen, the kind of things that had 
kept him from forming any close relationships since Paul. Then Janick lifted his hand and placed a soft kiss to it 
and something about that simple act made him feel more confident, more willing to open up emotionally. He 
reached out and pulled Janick to him and this time the kisses didn't break, they grew bolder and hungrier as a 
passion quickly built and took over. 


Janick moaned softly into the kiss, it was the most erotic sound Bruce had ever heard and he was aware that 
his jeans were uncomfortably tight. He shifted slightly on the bed and Janick shifted as well so as not to break 
the kiss so that they were now lying rather than sitting. Bruce's senses were filled with Janick, his scent, the 
taste of him, the feel of the smooth skin beneath his fingers as he slid his hands up the blonde's arms and he 
instinctively pulled him closer until they lay side by side and Janick's leg slipped over his own. He had been 
trying to hold back, trying to go slow but the feel of the other man's heat against him and the slim leg lying 
over his own was too much. He moved his hands from Jan's arms to slide his palm down his chest, feeling how 
rapidly he was breathing and feeling the warmth through the thin tee. Jan's own arms were wrapped around 


Bruce now and his hands on his back, pulling him closer and tighter. 


Bruce's kisses were moving down along Jan's face, down his neck and throat to the collar of this shirt, the 
taste of the guitarists skin was intoxicating and he wanted more. His fingertips slipped beneath the hem of 
Jan's shirt and he tugged it up a few inches, smoothing his hand along the impossibly soft skin of the toned 
stomach and feeling him quiver at the touch. Taking his cue from Bruce, Jan's own hands found their way 
beneath the back of Bruce's shirt and were stroking along his back and up his spine, making Bruce 
unconsciously arch into the touch. With a quick move he pulled the shirt over his head and tossed it aside and 
after a brief hesitation Janick followed suit. 


The heat of Janick's bare skin felt like it was searing into his own and he greedily continued kissing, mouthing 
the skin and softly sucking Jan's chest and breastbone. One hand slid across one of the pebbly ripples and he 
felt Jan catch his breath so he followed with his mouth and tongue, taking the hard bud into his mouth and 
swirling his tongue around it. He became aware than Jan had started gently rocking his hips against Bruce, 
seemingly unaware he was doing it as he continued to kiss Bruce's neck and shoulders, his fingers raking 
through the abundant chest hair. Bruce lavished attention on Jan's nipples, then after a minute or two 


continued his explorations. He felt Jan's fingers tangle in his long hair as his mouth moved across his stomach. 


Bruce looked up and saw Janick was watching him, his gray eyes dark with arousal, his lips parted to show the 
slight gap between his front teeth as he bit his lip with the effort of keeping still. Bruce didn't want him to be 
still, he didn't want him restrained in any way. His fingers found the elastic waistband of the athletic pants Jan 
had changed into after his shower and he let his fingertips slip beneath, still watching Jan to gauge his 


reaction. 


"Do you want to stop?" he asked, hoping with all his heart the answer was no. He need not have worried. Jan 
shook his head, his eyes still locked on Bruce's. 


"No..no, please." He threw his head back then as Bruce began to slowly work the elastic over his hips an inch 
at a time, kissing the skin as it was exposed, marveling at the smooth white flesh, tasting it and taking his 
time, not wanting to go too fast even though the ache in his groin was becoming almost painful. When at last 
he uncovered the silky golden patch of hair he almost stopped, the magnitude of what he was about to do 
hitting him with force. With Paul he had felt very inadequate doing this, Paul had shown no response and 
simply lay there as Bruce serviced him. Janick was moving, squirming, moaning softly, he couldn't seem to lie 
still and Bruce found it an incredible turn on. Jan's fingers entangled in his hair as he gently urged Bruce to 
continue and knowing Jan wanted this helped him overcome his reservations as he slowly lifted the fabric, 


revealing Jan completely 


He felt no hesitation now, he lowered his head and softly kissed Jan's hardness. Jan gasped but Bruce wasn't 
willing to simply attack him, instead he teased him, giving soft open kisses to the surrounding area. Jan quickly 
slid his pants all the way off and kicked them aside then his fingers went to unfasten Bruce's jeans. Only too 
glad to be rid of the last barrier between them, Bruce quickly stripped off the offending article of clothing and 
rose to give Jan a long kiss, wanting to feel their bodies against one another, feeling his own erection brush 
the soft skin of Jan's stomach and then just briefly brush Jan's own hardness, making him groan out loud. 


Bruce went back to the task at hand, briefly giving attention to the balls but now he couldn't wait anymore, he 


had to taste Jan and in one long, slow movement he slid the member in his mouth. 


Jan's response was immediate and strong, he bucked his hips and tightened his fingers in Bruce's hair, a low 
high sound escaping his lips. Glancing up, Bruce was met with a sight that he thought could almost bring to 
him orgasm without a single touch. Jan's head was back exposing the strong line of his jaw and his long, white 
throat, his chest was heaving and glowing with a light sheen of sweat and now he let out a steady stream of 
soft, needy sounds, gasps and moans and incomprehensible urgings. Oh, God! Bruce thought. This was the most 
erotic thing that had ever happened to him, he found he was pressing himself rhythmically against the 
mattress and had to force himself to stop. 


He sensed Janick wasn't going to last long but to his surprise Jan tugged on his hair, making him look up. "Come 
here, Bruce," the blonde gasped. "| want to feel you Tool" 


Bruce felt himself twitch at those words and he complied, raising himself and meeting Jan's kiss eagerly. He 
felt Jan's hand slip between their bodies and the rough fingertips brush his length. He had to literally grit his 
teeth out of fear of coming then and there, then Jan's hand closed around him and began to stroke as he 
kissed his neck again, nipping at a spot behind his ear that nearly made Bruce melt. He felt himself building up 
quickly, so quickly it made his head spin, so quickly he couldn't hold back and he really didnt want to. With a 
short hoarse shout, he suddenly convulsed and flooded Jan's hand with his release, clutching at Jan's back as 


he let the waves wash over him and finally subside. 


Jan didn't let go until he was certain Bruce was finished then he surreptitiously cleaned his hand on his 


discarded tee shirt, the other still around Bruce's back. 


Bruce lay still for several moments then raised his eyes to Jan's. "That came up on me so suddenly | couldn't 
hold back." He was half apologetic. 


Janick smiled. "Why would you want to hold back?! 


Rather than replying Bruce slid back down to where Jan's erection was waiting, now seeping and urgent, almost 
visibly pulsating or so it seemed to Bruce. Wasting no time, he eagerly took him in his mouth again, no 
hesitation or teasing now, and used his tongue instinctively until he felt Jan jerk, shudder, and his mouth was 
flooded with warm salty sweetness. He lingered, not wanting to release Jan, savoring every last drop until he 
felt Jan's body relax and fall back to the mattress. Climbing back up beside him he wrapped his arms around 
the blonde and held him close. Jan was laying back, still breathing hard, his eyes open and looking at the ceiling. 
After a few minutes Bruce started to get concerned. Did the blonde regret what had just happened? Steeling 


himself against an answer he knew he might not like, he asked. 


Janick seemed to snap out of a trance and turned his head to look at Bruce. "Regret it? No, not at alll It was 


incredible. I've never had a man do that before." 


"You mean lan never... 


Jan shook his head. "There were only a few times anything happened at all and when it did ..., well | never 


received any attention” 
"That's a damned shame! Gillan didn't know what he was missing!" Bruce exclaimed indignantly. 


Janick laughed a little. "Neither did |, but | know now! Bruce," Jan rolled to face the darker man, "what are we 


getting ourselves into here?" 
Bruce found himself smiling and he reached up and touched Jan’ face. "I'm not sure, but.. like it!" 


Jan covered Bruce's hand with his own then took it and kissed it. That was twice he kissed Bruce's hand now, 


the pilot reflected, and each time it made him feel a little fluttery inside. 
"| like it too." Janick said softly. "Bruce..when we first met, why did you act like you didn't you like me?" 


"Because | was very attracted to you and it scared the hell out of me." Bruce said frankly. "I didn't want to 
feel those things, | didn't want to feel anything for anyone at all. Then you were nice to me and asked me to 


share this room with you and it pissed me off that not only are you gorgeous, you're nice!" 


Janick burst out laughing when Bruce said he was gorgeous. "I could tell you weren't as much an arse as you 
made yourself out to bel" The blonde snuggled in closer to Bruce and laid his head on his shoulder, his eyes 
closing sleepily. Bruce reached over and switched off the lamp then closed his arms around the slender form, 


falling into a contented sleep. 


Five 
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Chapter Five 


Bruce came awake slowly with a strange feeling that something was different. His right side was warm and 
there was something soft tickling his throat. He opened his eyes and was greeted with a mass of golden brown 
hair spread across his shoulder and memory flooded back. Somehow through the course of the previous day 
his animosity toward Janick had faded and been replaced by something he couldn't identify. It had happened so 
quickly yet so subtly that it was a little alarming but it had led to an incredible erotic encounter, his first in 
months, and the establishment of some sort of relationship with Janick. He remembered asking Janick if he 
would go out with him and when Janick had agreed things had rapidly developed into sex. He wouldn't have 
believed it actually happened but the proof was sleeping at his side and he was very aware that they were 
both naked beneath the covers. 


Looking up past Jan's sleeping form Bruce saw with a mild start that the windows were being lashed with rain. 
With everything that had happened last night he forgot to check the forecast. He would have to call the 
airport to check, it was possible the weather would clear in time for their afternoon flight but the way the 
wind was whipping the rain against the glass he had his doubts. A glance at the clock on the nightstand told 
him it was already after 10:00 AM. He couldn't use the phone now anyway without waking Janick and he was 
unwilling to do that. 


He looked at the sleeping man next to him, still struggling to accept what had happened. Before he'd become 
involved with Paul in his second year at the University Bruce had been a bit of a ladies man It hadn't been 
unusual in those days for him to wake up with long hair spread across his chest but it had always belonged to 
a girl. Try as he might he couldn't remember the name of any of those girls now but he knew waking up next 
to them hadn't given him this funny warm glow inside. The one or two times he had persuaded Paul to stay 
the night in his dorm room hadn't given him this feeling either, this was something he was completely 
unfamiliar with. He reached up to touch Jan's hair, moving very softly so as not to disturb him. It felt like 
liquid silk through his fingers and smelled of clover blossoms and almonds. He brushed the hair back from Jan's 


face and smiled to see how peacefully he was sleeping. 


His quiet movements must have penetrated the sleeper's subconscious, Jan mumbled something and moved, 


burrowing even closer into Bruce and tightening the arm that lay across Bruce's chest. Unable to resist, Bruce 


gently placed a kiss to Jan's smooth cheek. His skin was so fair it appeared translucent in the uncertain light 
and there was only the faintest hint of stubble, as opposed to Bruce whose beard was so heavy he usually 
shaved twice a day. ‘What am | doing with this man? Bruce asked himself. A part of him wanted to get up, to 
leave the hotel and go somewhere, anywhere, and forget the emotions that were taking life within him, 
emotions that left him confused and wary. He wanted to stay in his safe little cocoon of outward 
gregariousness, open and friendly to the world but closed in inside, safe because he had only himself to look 


out for and rely on. 


Janick stirred again and Bruce looked at him, knowing it was already too late for him to back off and go back to 
pretending he wasn't drawn to this man. Even if they hadn't admitted their attraction for one another Bruce 
knew he wouldn't have been able to maintain his indifference toward the blonde, but now that he knew Janick 
was attracted to him as well it felt like everything was out of his control and that was a feeling Bruce shied 
away from at any cost up until now. He needed to feel that sense of control, he needed to feel he could keep 
his innermost thoughts and feelings safely hidden away but that was lost to him now. he knew he had to learn 
to deal with it , he had to adjust to having someone else in his life again if this thing with Janick was going to 


go anywhere, and he knew it wasn't going to be easy. 


Lost in thought Bruce was half-sitting up in bed, Jan's head cradled in the hollow of his shoulder as he 


watched the torrents of rain cascading down the window glass when he heard a soft sleepy voice. 
"Good morning." 


He looked down into the somewhat bleary gray eyes and felt himself smile, unable to stop himself. "Good 


morning. Are you okay this morning?" 


Janick knew Bruce was referring to what had taken place between them the night before. He scooted up to sit 
next to Bruce, pulling the sheet up under his arms. "l.l guess so. | haven't had time to process it yet, y'know? 


I'm not sure what it means." 

Bruce looked at him steadily. "What do you want it to mean?" 

Janick gave a little smile and countered. "What do YOU want it to mean?" 

Bruce turned his gaze back to the window, he found those clear gray eyes somewhat disconcerting. "I was just 
sitting here thinking about that," he admitted. "I've been avoiding getting involved in any close relationships for 
a few years now. | .l'd like to keep seeing you, Janick. I'd like to build some kind of relationship with you but l'm 
not sure | know how." 

"Don't you think these things just sort of happen on their own?" 

Bruce looked at Jan then, the blond was sitting with his arms wrapped around his knees looking at him. "They're 


supposed to, | know. Its just never been that easy for me, it seems like every time I'd like to be close to 


someone | lose them one way or another." 


"But what's the alternative, Bruce? Living life in a vacuum? Being alone?" 


"What about you?" Bruce countered. "You haven't mentioned being in any relationships yet you seem to be open 


to pursuing one with me even though you don't know how it would go." 


"| haven't been in any serious relationships, not what | would consider serious anyway. I've had some one night 
stands, | suppose every musician has, and there was that unfortunate entanglement with lan but there was no 
real emotional attachment there. I've dated girls but there was never any spark. I've never experienced what 


happened to me last night before, that kind of spontaneous attraction It was pretty overwhelming’ 


Bruce wanted to ask what exactly Jan had felt that made him tumble into bed with a complete stranger, and a 
man at that but he knew he tended to over analyze things and bit back his question "Do you still want to get 


together when we get back home?" he asked instead. 
Janick's smile was brilliant and he reached over, taking Bruce's hand "Yeah, I'd like to." 


Bruce slipped his arms around the blonde, meeting his lips in a kiss that quickly intensified, feeling the warm 
soft skin beneath his hands and feeling a spark of desire ignite when Jan returned the kiss and pulled him close. 
They lay back, taking their time exploring one another, touching, kissing, becoming lost in the sensory 
experience of touch and taste. Janick seemed fascinated with the soft straight hair covering Bruce's chest, he 
carded his fingers through it and followed with soft kisses. When he reached Bruce's nipple and flicked an 
experimental tongue over the nub Bruce felt a jolt shoot through him that he didn't expect. He'd never had 
anyone give his nipples attention before but Janick was attacking them with zeal, first one then the other and 
every movement of the blonde's tongue shot a bolt of pure desire straight to Bruce's groin. At last he 
couldn't stand it another second and he seized Janick, rolling him on his back and fusing their mouths together 


is a searing kiss, deep and hungry, their tongues swirling and twining about one another. 


Bruce felt Jan's hardness hot against his stomach and without being conscious of it they began to rock against 
one another still wrapped in a kiss, their hands wandering across every inch of flesh they could reach. Writhing 
together Bruce felt himself accidentally slip lower beneath Jan's balls brushing between his buttocks and 
suddenly they both froze, breaking their kiss to look at one another. They were both very aware of the 
implications of that chance movement and Bruce felt fire building within him at the very thought. He looked at 
Jan, at the clear gray eyes now dark with desire, and he saw Jan nod slightly. Bruce found it difficult to wrap 
his mind around the significance of what Jan had just given him consent to do. He had been intimate with a 
number of girls before getting involved with Paul but never with a man, Paul had always made it clear that 


this was a boundary that he would not cross. 


Janick looked up at him with complete trust and Bruce heard himself asking in a barely audible whisper, "Are 


you sure?" 


Jan nodded again, more emphatically this time and he resumed his movements grinding himself against Bruce's 


stomach. "I'm sure. You won't hurt me, will you Bruce?" 


There was a suggestion of fear in the question and somehow Bruce understood that he wasn't referring just 
to the sexual act, he was looking for reassurance that Bruce wouldn't hurt him in any other way as well And 


Bruce didn't have to think about it, he didn't hesitate with his reply. 
"No, never. | promise you that." 


Jan reached up to pull Bruce down for another scorching kiss, wrapping one long leg around the back of Bruce's 
thigh and causing him to come in more direct contact with his ultimate goal. The last thing Bruce wanted was 
to cause Jan any discomfort, he knew very little about such things but he knew he had to prepare Jan in 
some way. Breaking the kiss for just a second he reached blindly to the floor beside the bed, locating his toilet 
kit by touch and fishing around inside until he located the travel sized bottle of hand lotion he always packed 
but rarely used. Jan looked puzzled for a moment but when Bruce produced the bottle comprehension dawned 


and his breath caught, it was all becoming real and his eyes showed a momentary paric. 


"We don't have to." Bruce whispered, brushing a series of light kisses to Jan's cheek and the corners of his 


mouth. 
"No..no, | want to. | feel like | want to..to be joined with you, Bruce." 


‘Oh, God! Bruce's mind was whirling at that, he felt a flood of emotions running through him and when Jan 
moved against him again he had to put his hands on the blonde's slim hips to slow him down. If he kept rubbing 
against Bruce they would both finish far too soon from just that. Going by instinct, Bruce coated his fingers 
with some lotion and used it as massage oil, smoothing it along Jan's thighs and testicles before going further 
back. Jan bent his knees and leaned back with a sigh, Bruce could feel him visibly relaxing and when he finally 


breached him with a fingertip he barely flinched. 


Bruce was almost to the point of forgetting his own desire, he wanted desperately to make this an enjoyable 
experience for them both but most especially for Jan, he couldn't allow himself to cause the man any pain. 
Adding a second finger he felt Jan tense up and he held still, kissing Jan's stomach and unable to resist running 
his tongue along the length of Jan's rock hard member. When he sensed that Jan had adjusted to him he began 


to move his fingers. 

"Is this okay?" he asked softly, looking up at his partner. 

"Yeah.."Jan sighed, "It feels weird but not in a bad way. | really want you, Bruce!" 

Stifling a groan Bruce moved up to rest on his elbows over Jan and showered him with kisses as he 
maneuvered himself against this most vulnerable area. Slowly, very slowly, he pressed forward, halting when 
he saw the strain on Jan's face. After a moment, though, Jan opened his eyes and smiled at Bruce, moving his 


own hips and grasping Bruce's buttocks to control his entry. 


Bruce could never have imagined how this would feel, anything he had ever fantasized about fell far short of 


the heat, the tightness, the feel of the man beneath him and hearing the small sounds he was making, sounds 
of pleasure now as Bruce changed his angle a little. Their movements grew faster, more urgent, Bruce unable 
to look away from Jan's eyes until suddenly Jan's body stilled for a moment then jerked spasmodically and 
Bruce felt the hot stickiness of his orgasm against his stomach. That was too much, he couldn't hold back, his 
thrusts uneven now until with a long muffled sound he felt himself free falling uncontrollably. Jan dug his 
fingers into Bruce's butt cheeks, still moving though his own orgasm had subsided by now, moving until he felt 
Bruce's body go limp and fall against his chest. 


With an effort Bruce rolled to the side, separating from Jan but still holding him close. Jan was kissing him, 
little soft kisses on his face and lips and when he felt he could move again. Bruce returned them, feeling 
himself smiling but unable to stop. He reached up and brushed Jan's tangled hair back from his face. 


"Are you all right?" 


The gray eyes looked up at him completely unguarded. "| never thought | would ever do something like that.” He 
shook his head in wonder but a smile was playing at his lips. 


Bruce leaned to place a tiny kiss at the corner of his mouth, "But did you like it?" 


Jan giggled, gesturing to their sticky stomachs "What do you think? It was fucking incredible! Was it all right 


for you?" 


"All right?!" Bruce exclaimed. "It was the best sex I've ever had. | know that sounds like a corny line but I'm not 


just saying that, Janick. | mean it.” 
Jan looked slightly embarrassed, "| guess | would have to say the same thing.” 


The two of them lay there too sated to move but after a few minutes, Bruce stirred. "I don't want to, but | 
should call the airport. This is turning into a storm and if it doesn't clear soon we won't be flying out today." 


Jan snuggled into Bruce's side. "Good. | don't wanna leave here." 


Bruce chuckled "To tell the truth, neither do | but we have to sooner or later, we both have jobs to get back 
to" Technically he was on the job now but he knew that the company would expect him to resume his regular 
charter schedule as soon as he was back in London And Janick had said he had to be back at the recording 
studios on Wednesday. The thought of their going back to their regular lives dismayed Bruce, he felt a little 
flutter of anxiety that this would prove to be a weekend fling and after they returned home they would never 


see each other again 


Janick felt Bruce tense up and shifted away a little, looking up at him from his position on his shoulder. "Bruce? 
What's wrong?" 


Bruce forced himself to smile, inwardly wondering how Jan could have read him so well. "Nothing's wrong, | was 


just thinking about the weather." He couldn't tell Jan what he had really been thinking, he felt pathetically 
insecure in even admitting his worries to himself and he didn't want to admit them to anyone else, even Jan. 
"l'm going to call for a flight update then have a shower." 

Jan got out of bed stark naked and went into the bathroom and Bruce had to tear his mind from visions of 
that long, lean, alabaster form and focus on dialing the airport. When Jan emerged dressed in clean clothes 
Bruce asked "Are you sure you don't have to be back in London right away? All flights are on hold right now, 
they'll call me here if a window opens up but it doesn't look likely today. We could probably get you on a train, 
though." 


Jan sat back down on the bed next to Bruce. "No, session work doesn't have any real schedule, | just work 


when needed and this week | only have to play on some television scores on Wednesday. 
"You do television work too? | thought Northern Spirit was strictly for musical artists." 


"They contract me out for TV shows, commercials, things like that, though mostly | work for musicians or 


singers." 


Bruce got up and started to gather his shower toiletries, shaking his head. "Seems a damned waste of your 


talent. You don't even get credit for things like that, do you?" 


"No, but | don't play to get credit anyway, | play because | love it. Studio work isn't always steady but when | 
do work its good money." Jan paused, smiling at Bruce. "Are you going to take a shower or just stand there 


naked turning me on?" 


Bruce burst into laughter and disappeared into the bathroom. When he came out he found Jan standing looking 
out the window though it was raining so hard he couldn't clearly see across the street. The blonde didn't hear 
him come back into the room and Bruce paused before saying anything. Jan looked lost in thought and it could 
only be because of what had taken place between them. Bruce felt apprehension niggling at the back of his 
mind. Was Janick having qualms? Why wouldn't he be? Janick was gorgeous, sexy, and a remarkably talented 
musician. Why should he be interested in a nobody like Bruce, a small-time pilot with reclusive tendencies who 
didn't even have the perseverance to follow his dreams of being a singer because he'd been hurt by Paul, 


someone who didn't even deserve to tie Jan's shoes? 


Janick saw his reflection in the glass and turned, smiling at Bruce and he felt reassured. It was a guileless 


smile, honest and genuine and it warmed Bruce from the core. 


‘| called down to the front desk," Janick was saying. "They said they've had a number of cancellations because 
of the weather so its no problem for us to stay another night." He crossed the room to Bruce, looking a little 
uncertain. "Um, looks like you're stuck here with me. What should we do all day?" then correctly reading 


Bruce's look he flushed a little, "I. wasn't thinking that!" 


Bruce had to laugh then. How was it that one smile from this man made him feel like he was on top of the 
world? "I can't help it, it was the first thing that crossed my mind. But | suppose we could take a cab 


someplace or hang out downstairs. In fact, | could use a bite to eat" 

Jan agreed so the two of them went in search of lunch and over the meal tried to think of something to do. 
they settled on taking a taxi to a movie and both of them were very conscious that this was like a date. In 
fact, it was a date and it was the only time Bruce could remember being on a date and being able to be 
himself, to talk about any and everything that entered his head, comment quietly about the movie without 
fear of being shushed and make critical comments about what was taking place on the screen without fear of 
offending anyone. Janick listened, laughed, and joked back easily and they fell into a heavy discussion of different 
books that had been turned into movies during the cab ride back to the hotel. It was still pouring down rain 
when they exited the cab at the hotel but in spite of that Janick told Bruce he wanted to run down the block 


to a convenience store on the corner. 
"In this rain? You're mad!" Bruce shook his head. 


"ll only be a moment, I'll meet you back up in the room." Though it was only late afternoon the dark clouds 
made it as dusky as twilight and Bruce watched Jan jog off down the block then headed up to the room. 
Bruce had only started taking his wet shoes off when the door opened and a soaking wet Jan came in. He was 


prepared and handed the blonde a towel he'd had ready. 
| hope whatever you needed was worth getting soaked for!" he laughed. 


Jan gratefully accepted the towel but looked at Bruce with an almost shy smile. "It was." He said quietly, 
opening his hand to display a small tube of personal lubricant. 


Bruce felt as though he couldn't breathe. Janick wanted to make love again badly enough to run through the 
rain for something to make it even better for them. The sudden rush of desire he felt was so strong it was 


almost dizzying. 
"| think," he had to pause to swallow, "I think we should get you in a hot shower to warm you up.” 
Jan's eyes immediately darkened. "You'll come in with me?" 


‘Oh, just try to stop me! Bruce thought to himself. He stepped up to Jan, taking the towel then taking him by 
the hand, leading him to the bathroom. The bathroom wasn't large and the two men stood close together for a 
second just looking at one another then Bruce reached up to cup Jan's face in his hand, drawing him in for a 
soft, lingering kiss. In spite of the powerful physical want he was feeling he found himself giving long drawn out 
loving kisses, kisses Jan returned in the same vein. He took hold of the bottom of Jan's tee and pulled the 
damp fabric up over his head, sliding his hands almost reverently up his chest and down his ribs, feeling Jan 
respond, feeling his breath catch ad he kissed his neck and throat while his hands opened the button on his 


Jeans. 


Jan reached into the tub and turned the shower on before starting to undress Bruce in turn, stopping to 
share kisses every few seconds as plumes of steam from the hot shower began to fill the room. Bruce felt 


his own heart hammering and he pulled Jan close as soon as they were both nude, feeling the other man's 


excitement equaling his own then taking his hand as they both stepped into the shower. They immediately went 
back to kissing, Bruce feeling unbearable impatience, wanting as much physical contact with Jan as he could 
possibly get as soon as he could possibly get it. 


It seemed Janick felt the same, his hands were wandering across Bruce's muscular back and around his waist, 
moving down to his butt to press him closer, moving subtly against him almost as if by instinct. Soft sighs and 
little moans escaped him as Bruce buried his face in his neck then began kissing lower until he reached the 
rosy bud of a nipple. It was as though a live wire was attached to Jan's nipples. At the first flick of Bruce's 
tongue he arched back and both hands grasped Bruce's head holding him in place as his hips began moving in 
little circles, brushing their over-sensitive erections together. 


The water was cascading over them and Bruce drank it from Jan's skin, licking and sucking as he worked his 
way ever downward. Jan leaned back against the end of the tub enclosure, feeling like his knees were going to 
give way spreading his legs slightly as the dark haired man finally reached his goal. He could feel Jan trembling 
and he didn't want to finish this here, he wanted the space and comfort of the bed so he reluctantly rose 
again after giving a few teasing licks. Jan seized him as he stood capturing him in a forcefully passionate kiss, 
his tongue invading Bruce's mouth and entwining with his and his hand snaked between them to lightly encircle 


Bruce's hardness. Bruce groaned out loud, making a supreme effort to regain control. 
"Let's hurry and finish here, I've got to get you in bed!" 


Jan could only nod, he seemed incapable of speech right then, and he reached a shaky hand for the bottle of 
liquid soap. As soon as he poured some the shower was filled with the distinctive botanical scent that Bruce 
associated with Jan and he let Jan smooth the slippery substance over him. It was surprisingly erotic and Jan 
seemed mesmerized by the act of soaping him up, lathering his thick straight chest hair as Bruce got a 
handful of soap himself and applied it to Jan. This was foreplay in of itself, though the two of them hardly 


needed more. 


Rinsing, they pulled two towels in from the rack and the act of drying one another afforded them yet another 
excuse to touch one another. Bruce was finding it very sensual to be on both the giving and receiving end of 
such attention, prolonging gently toweling Jan's body by interspersing it with kisses and touches. He particularly 
enjoyed towel drying Jan's long hair, letting the silken strands slip through his fingers and burying his face in it, 
kissing and gently sucking the flesh of his neck as he did. Jan's breathing was rapid now and so excited he was 
unable to hold still, his hand kept creeping down as though to stroke himself and he was making a visible effort 


not to do so. 


Bruce couldn't stand it any longer, he led the other man into the bedroom and laid him back on the bed, 
showering him with kisses. Jan was so charged up now that it was as though he was fairly humming with 
electricity, kissing and nipping at Bruce's skin everyplace he could reach as his hands traveled along his back 
and flanks. Never could Bruce have imagined this kind of sexual chemistry with another person, this insatiable 


hunger to possess someone and be a part of them, it was as if another force had taken him over. 


"You are so beautiful, Janick, so hot and so beautiful and | want you so badly!" he heard himself murmuring 


against the soft skin Jan's replies were more sounds than words, eager sounds and urgings and he was moving 
himself against Bruce with more force now, his long, lean legs encircling Bruce's thighs and tightening, pulling 
him closer. Bruce reached blindly for the small tube Jan had bought, making short work of applying some and 
sinking into Jan with such a feeling of pleasure it seemed he would lose control at any second. It didn’t help 
that Jan was grasping him, pulling him closer and tighter, his teeth nipping at Bruce's neck and his fingers 
toying with a nipple. Jan was turning out to be a dynamo in bed, Bruce was discovering, their excitement 
seemed to feed off each other and try as he might to slow down Bruce felt himself tipping over the edge as 
soon as he felt Jan reach his completion against him with a sharp cry. The orgasm was so powerful Bruce was 
certain he was going to pass out, he felt completely drained when it finally subsided and rolled to one side with 
the last of his energy, taking Jan with him. 


After a few moments he summoned up the energy to open his eyes. Jan lay mere inches away, eyes still 

closed. Bruce leaned closer. Janick's face was damp with tracks of tears. Oh shit, what did this mean? Was he 
distressed over what they had done? Disappointed in the sex? No, that couldn't be it. Jan had enjoyed the sex, 
the evidence of that was even now drying in the hair on Bruce's stomach. So why the tears? Bruce raised his 


hand hesitantly and very gently brushed his fingers across Jan's moist face. 
"Janick?" 
The gray eyes opened and he turned his head to face Bruce. 


"What's wrong, mate? You were crying?" Bruce almost didn't want to hear the answer, knowing it had to be 


something bad. People didn't cry for good reasons, right? 


"Was |?" Jan brushed at his own face. "l'm sorry. It was just so..so powerful, you know? | guess | got a little 


carried away." 


Bruce let out a sigh of relief. It was powerful, tremendously so, and he hadn't anticipated how very 
overwhelming it would be. 

"There's nothing wrong with getting carried away." Bruce said aloud. He was still tingling from the earth- 
shattering orgasm he'd just experienced and the sensation of Janick naked and warm beside him was turning 
him on again already. But it felt like there was more to it than that and Bruce wasn't sure why it should. 
Watching the movie that afternoon, talking with Jan as they rode in the cab, it had all been incredible. Just 
being in Jan's company was incredible and somewhere deep inside Bruce felt a tiny pang of panic at the 
thought. He knew that wasn't what caused Janick's tears, the sheer intensity of the moment seemed to be the 
cause of that and Bruce could understand that, in a way. Jan wrapped his arms around him then and he felt 


his own qualms fade into the background. 


Six 
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Chapter Six 


The next morning Bruce awakened to sunshine streaming between the drawn drapes of the room and rather 
than feeling joy at the sight he felt a sense of dismay. They would fly out as soon as he could schedule a slot 
and this Aberdeen interlude would be over. It had been what Bruce imagined a honeymoon would be like, in a 
way. Though one would never guess it from his laid-back manner, Janick was proving to be insatiable in bed 
once he was roused. They made love four times the previous evening and through the night. Or had it been 
five times? He couldn't clearly remember but he suspected Jan may be walking a little gingerly today. And as 
for himself, he was astonished at how his own inhibitions seemed to vanish at the touch of Jan's hand or 
mouth on him. He clearly recalled doing things he would never have dared suggest to Paul and would be 
hesitant doing with a girl yet he had been an eager participant, even an instigator. He doubted there was a 
single inch of Jan's body he hadn't explored and lying there it seemed he could still taste the blonde on his 
tongue, a taste he didn't think he could ever get enough of. 


Bruce turned his face into the mass of honey brown curls fanned across his shoulder. The hair obscured most 
of Janick's face and he carefully reached up to brush it out of the way. He wanted to see Jan's face, the 
strong jaw, and blond, almost invisible brows, the finely molded lips almost smiling in his sleep. Jan was 
beautiful, almost otherworldly in the golden dawn light. Bruce felt his heart wrench so hard tears prickled at 
his eyes. He knew what was happening to him. It scared the hell out of him but he knew he was falling in love 
with the guitarist. He'd been fighting against it since the moment he laid eyes on him and it hadn't done a bit 
of good. It would be Paul all over again, he would give his heart to someone who couldn't feel the same way 
about him, but he couldn't help it. It would be too much to hope that Jan would ever see him as anything 
more than a casual fling but if that was what he had to make do with, he would. It would be much better than 


not having known Jan at all. 


He fell asleep again cradling Jan's slender body close. He wasn't sure how much time had elapsed before he was 
awakened again by the movements of the mattress as Jan got out of bed and padded stark naked to the 
bathroom. The sun was higher now and Bruce felt in a somewhat more optimistic mood than earlier. He knew 


he had to get up and he was on the phone to the airport when Jan came back into the room. 


"We have an Il:00 departure time," he told the blonde as he hung up. ‘It's only just after nine now so we have 


time for some breakfast." 


Jan slipped back into bed and reached for Bruce. "Worked up a bit of an appetite last night, did you?" He smiled, 
pulling Bruce in for a kiss. 


Bruce returned to kiss with gusto. "| might be up for a repeat performance if you're willing.” 


Jan giggled but his hand was already sliding down Bruce's stomach. "I'm more than willing but | think | should 


give certain parts of my anatomy a break for now." 


Bruce felt himself grin, he had been right about the unaccustomed activity taking a toll on Jan. He couldn't 
believe the next words that came out of his mouth, though. "Well, my anatomy is perfectly all right for a role 
reversal." Holy shit, what dark corner of his consciousness had that thought come from? Once it was out 


there though he found he didn't want to take it back and the look in Jan's eyes reinforced that. 
'Ive.l've never done that with a guy." Jan sounded interested but a little hesitant. 


"And I've never had it done. I've learned that it's instinctual, though, you don't have to think about it. And..l'm 


curious. You certainly seem to enjoy it" 


Jan gave that infectious giggle again. "Yeah, that must be pretty obvious, huh? Let's try, and if you change 


your mind just say so." 


Bruce nodded, his vocal chords suddenly paralyzed. They came together in another kiss, this one gaining 
momentum as their bodies pressed close. As things progressed Bruce was conscious of being nervous but Jan 
was so skilled at working him into a frenzy that by the time Jan's mouth was around him and his long fingers 
slick with lube and preparing him, his apprehension morphed into a feeling of want that took him by surprise. 
The first introduction of a finger in his body was startling and strange but Jan patient, taking his time to the 
point where Bruce heard himself urge Jan to continue. Jan seemed to be holding back a bit too, a little unsure 
of what he was about to do, but as Bruce had said instinct soon took over and before he quite realized what 


was happening their bodies were joined. 


Bruce liked it. He had been curious, true, but he hadn't expected to like it this much. Something about seeing 
Jan above him, feeling the long hair brushing against each shoulder and feeling the lean narrow hips thrusting 
against him tipped him over the edge much faster than he could have predicted. His initial discomfort was 
obliterated by a staggering orgasm ripping through him, making him cry out loud only to be echoed by Jan's 
cry as he finished within him. He felt Jan shudder, trembling even after they separated and lay in each other's 


arms. 


Bruce opened his eyes to see Jan's gaze on him from inches away, their expression somewhat stunned but 
otherwise unreadable. "That was..wow." The blonde managed to whisper after a moment. 

Bruce felt himself laugh. "Yeah, it certainly was! | think | understand now why you like it!" Both men began to 
laugh then, there was no particular reason for the laughter but it felt almost as intimate as the sex, the 


laughter serving to connect them. 


They made it to the airport in time to grab some breakfast there before Bruce had to go do his pre-flight 


checks. He and Jan chatted easily during the flight back to London, it was an easy flight with beautiful weather 
so Bruce had to do little more than basic flying. It wasn't until he was circling to land that Bruce felt a 
heaviness at the thought of he and Jan going their separate ways. They barely had time for a goodbye as Jan 
exited, Bruce's headset was already crackling with instructions for his refueling and next flight. Because the 
weather had delayed flights all through the UK. he was booked up solid with two to three flights a day for the 
rest of the week to catch up, people needing to get someplace as quickly as possible to make up for lost time. 
Jan gathered his guitar and backpack and Bruce stood somewhat awkwardly by the door, unsure of what to 
say. Jan stopped right in front of him before boarding the stairs. 


| know you'll be very busy but I'll call you soon, all right?" 


Bruce felt a momentary ridiculous urge to grab Jan by the shoulders, throw him back into his seat and fly 
them both off someplace where the rest of the world couldn't find them. He thrust the thought aside knowing 
it was childish nonsense but as he watched Jan's lean form disappear into the terminal he still felt like running 


after him. With a sigh, he sat and began working on his flight logs. 


In a way, Bruce realized, it was a blessing to have such a busy flight schedule. It kept him away from his flat 
for at least I2 hours every day and even though he saw Jan's image in his mind all day he had no time to 
think, to speculate, or to worry. Because when he did return home each evening there were no messages on 
his machine from Jan. He had expected there would be and for the first three nights he stayed home rather 
than going to his neighborhood pub for a beer as was his habit, waiting for the phone to ring. Jan knew he 
would be home, Bangor Air didn't schedule night flights for liability reasons, the insurance costs were too high. 
By the fourth night, though, Bruce had to get out of the apartment, it was getting to the point he would jump 
at every little sound anticipating it was the ringing of the phone. He was well known at the pub he frequented, 
he had several acquaintances there though no close friends and they provided him with the diversion he 
needed. At least until he eventually had to go home to lay in bed alternating between worry, sorrow, and 
resentment over why Jan hadn't contacted him. He took out the scrap of paper with Jan's phone number at 
least a dozen times then folded it away again and tucked it back into his wallet. He couldn't bring himself to call, 
he was afraid he would come off as an over-eager idiot who didn't have the sense to know when he wasn't 
wanted. This was what he had feared, after all. It had been a weekend fling, a brief interlude and a good time 


but nothing more to Jan. It was Paul all over again, just as he'd known in his heart it would be. 

With the weekend looming Bruce made his way to Rodney's office on Friday morning to inquire about the 
possibility of getting some flights, something to fill up his time. the thought of spending this weekend sitting 
alone in his flat when the previous weekend had been so spectacular was more than Bruce could bear. 


Rodney looked up from his desk as Bruce tapped on his open door. 


"Hair, Bruce." the boss reminded him and Bruce belatedly tied his long hair back into its ponytail as per 


company regulations. 


"Sorry, | forgot. Do you have anything open this weekend? l'm available." 


Rodney glanced at his books "No, nothing, it's a slow weekend and McBrain is taking the only extra flight we 


have." 
"Wonder if | can get him to give it to me?" Bruce mused aloud. 


"You'll have to take that up with him. But you worked last weekend, Bruce. Don't you want to take a couple 
days off? You're going to burn yourself out.” 


"Nah, l'm good, | could use the work" 


Rodney sat all the way up then and studied Bruce for a moment. "Are you in some kind of financial trouble, 
Bruce? It's none of my business but you seem to want to work constantly. You're young and single, you need 


To go out and enjoy yourself!" 


Bruce knew the older man wasn't prying, he was actually concerned. When he'd first hired Bruce on fresh out 
of flight school Bruce had told him about his grandfather's illness and when Papa Tom died Rodney had given 
him a week off to take care of the arrangements even though he hadn't actually been able to spare him. 
Bruce appreciated it, he knew the man felt he had a lot of promise as a pilot and they got on well so he 


couldn't resent Rod's question. 
‘lm all right financially, | just want the experience." 


Rod shook his head, not in disbelief but more in exasperation. "Well, if something comes up I'll give you a call 


but | don't anticipate it will." 


Leaving the office Bruce made his way through the small facility until he found Nicko McBrain sitting at a desk 
in the corner of the hangar with a flight simulator on the primitive computer in front of him. McBrain was a 
few years older than Bruce, a tall blonde with a pugnacious face that completely belied his good-humored and 
sometimes jocular personality. He turned off the machine as Bruce approached, taking off the headphones. 


"Dickinson! Haven't seen you around, mate, you're always flying off on an assignment somewhere!" 
"And thats why | want to see you, Nicko. | can take your flight this weekend if you'd like the time off." 


"What would you want to do that for!?" Nicko stood, towering several inches over Bruce, and put an arm 
across his shoulders. "Mind you, I'd let you but this flight is to Plymouth near me grand mum's so | want to 
visit with her while I'm there. Why are you so anxious to work all weekend anyway?" Bruce merely shrugged, 
half listening as Nicko rambled on about his grand mum and anything else that crossed his mind, inwardly 
resigning himself to spending the weekend alone. 


It felt like the longest weekend of his life. Janick knew he didn't ordinarily work weekends, there was absolutely 
no reason for him not to call. Saturday night Bruce went to the pub but didn't join in on any of the flowing 


conversations around him even when someone he knew would come up and speak to him. Instead, he ordered 


beer after beer, losing himself in thought, trying unsuccessfully to think of something other than what he had 
been doing exactly one week before. By the time the bar closed he was glad in a fuzzy sort of way that he 
lived so close because there was no way he would be capable of driving. It was still a walk of several blocks, 
not taking long enough to sober him up but long enough for him to build up a righteous resentment in his 
mind. How dare Janick do this to him? He led him on, pure and simple, giving every indication that he was as 
interested as Bruce in pursuing a relationship only to turn his back as soon as they were back to their normal 
lives! This was unfair and he wasn't going to sit still for it. As soon as he's stumbled through his front door 
Bruce was digging the now-frayed paper from his wallet, flopping on the sofa, and dialing the number Jan had 
given him. Even through his inebriation, Bruce could feel his stomach knot in tension as the phone on the other 
end rang on and on. He let it ring at least twenty times before giving up and slamming the receiver down. 
Maybe Jan had given him a bogus number. Maybe the blonde was out with someone else? Either way, it was 
plain that he wasn't anxiously waiting by his phone the way Bruce was. 


Seven 
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Chapter Seven 


Rodney noticed a change in his young protege over the past few weeks. Bruce was normally an open, outgoing 
man. a little closed in regarding his own affairs, perhaps, but always ready with a smile or a quick joke. That 
was no longer the case. Now the dark haired pilot came in to work every morning, took his assignment sheet 
for the day, and went straight to prepping for his first flight. No more of the chats around the break table 
that he had once been at the center of, no more friendly offers to go to the nearest fast food restaurant for 
lunch, no more seeing Bruce across the work floor, hair loose in spite of regulations, chatting it up with Nicko 
or one of the other pilots. He was becoming withdrawn, even taciturn. When he didn't have a flight he 
retreated to a cubicle and spent hours going over books or on the simulator. Rodney was becoming worried 


and one morning he mentioned it to Nicko as the two of them ran into one another at the coffee machine. 


"So have you any idea what's going on with Dickinson these days?" He got straight to the point. Nicko was as 


close to a friend as Bruce had at the company and if anyone would know, it would be him. 


Nicko looked off across the open space to where Bruce was kneeling under his plane checking things off on a 


clipboard. He sighed. "No idea, mate, but he's been moping around for a month now." 


"Trouble at home, maybe?" Rod had no real idea what Bruce's outside life was like, other than confiding his 
grandfather's situation to Rod when he first joined the company the pilot had always been very close mouthed 


about his private matters. "Girl trouble or something?" 


Nicko shook his head, uncharacteristically somber. "As far as | know he doesn't have much of a social life. | 


don't think he has a girlfriend, | don't think he even dates." 
"Really?!" That surprised Rod. He knew that every female employee at the company would go out with Bruce in 
a heartbeat, even the ones old enough to be his mother. Maybe that's the trouble, then Maybe he just needs 


to find a good woman" 


"Well..." Nicko seemed hesitant, then decided to plunge on. "I'm not sure that women are this thing, if you know 


what | mean: 


Rod's eyes widened. "Do you mean..2" 


Nicko shrugged. "I'm not sure. | probably shouldn't have said anything. | don't want to start any rumors." 
"Don't worry about it, Nick. Hell, | don't care, that's his business. l'm just kind of worried about him." 


"Yeah, me too, mate. Me too. You know what? I've got tickets to the big music festival this weekend. | was 
going to go with my brother but his wife had to go out of town and he has to stay with the kids. Maybe I'l 
take Bruce instead." 


"That's a good idea, and don't take no for an answer." 


Bruce did initially say no when Nicko first suggested the idea, but Nicko was persistent. He followed Bruce 
around all week badgering him until Friday he finally gave in just to get Nick off his back. 

"All right, all right! Come by my place in the morning, l'Il be ready!" Bruce was forced to laugh as Nicko let out 
a whoop of triumph. The last thing he felt like was attending a music festival, for the past few weeks his 
weekends had consisted of getting shit faced either at the pub or simply sitting at home, but the man's 
exuberance was unstoppable. Maybe Nicko was onto something, maybe it would do him some good to get out 
among people. Nicko wasn't a bad guy, a bit rough around the edges but he meant well. Bruce had a couple 


fewer beers than usual that night in order to be ready in time for Nicko to pick him up. 


The festival was one of the biggest in Britain and one of the last of the summer. Thousands of people attended 
these things and some of the biggest names in rock appeared there. Bruce hadn't given any thought to his own 
abbreviated musical ambitions since the episode with Janick - he referred to it in his head now as an ‘episode' 
- but as they drove the hour and a half to the festival grounds the next morning the almost forgotten 
yearning to be a part of that life assailed him. Nicko was chattering on as he drove and Bruce had half tuned 
it out as he watched the generic scenery flash by but then something Nicko said about the festival caught 
the edge of his attention. He turned to face the man. 


"What did you say just then? | didn't catch it" He didn't want to admit he hadn't been listening. 
"| was listing off the bands that are playing today. Def Leppard, Saxon, Gillan.” 


"Gillan!" Bruce exclaimed. That name was sharply familiar. Gillan had been the man Janick had first experimented 


with, the man who was responsible for his discovering he was bisexual. 

"Yeah," Nicko gave him a curious glance. "Why, are you a fan of his?" 

Bruce snorted before he could catch himself. "I used to be." 

Nicko was forced to turn his attention back to the road but he was obviously curious about Bruce's strong 
reaction to the mention of lan Gillan. "One of the best voices in rock, | say. But you said you used to be a fan 


You aren't any more?" 


The mention of Gillan had caused him to momentarily slip but Bruce was back on his guard now. He forced a 


nonchalance he didn't feel. "Oh he still has a fine voice. l'm just not interested in seeing his show." Nicko looked a 


little disappointed so he hurried to add, "You can certainly watch if you like, I'll find something else to do." 


Nicko gave him another questioning look but he seemed to sense it was a subject Bruce didn't want to pursue. 
He went back to his usual nonstop chatter and within half an hour they arrived. Finding a place to park was a 
nightmare, fields upon fields surrounding the area were filled with vehicles and campers and they had to walk 
nearly half a mile to the gates. When he was at University Bruce had attended these festivals frequently, 
usually in the company of Paul and the other members of their band, getting drunk and listening to the music 
for days on end but now he found the mass of people a little daunting. It occurred to him that at the age of 
26 he felt old among these people even though at least half of them were older than he was. It left him feeling 


vaguely depressed and he followed Nicko about in virtual silence wishing he hadn't come. 


Nicko, for all his loud bluster, was no fool. He sensed Bruce's mood and set about trying to cheer him up even 
though he had no idea what had gotten him down. He had seemed in a fairly decent frame of mind until he 
mentioned Gillan but Nicko didn't understand why the mere name of a rock star would upset Bruce. There were 
rows upon rows of vendors selling food and souvenirs and Nicko bought them some snacks before they 
gravitated to the stage area. Three large stages were set up in different areas and they stopped at the first 
they came across to watch the first band of the day, a blues rock band that were only moderately well known. 
Bruce watched the singer carefully studying the man's vocal range, his delivery, even his stage presence. He 
had always done that, it was second nature to him to look to pick up nuances of the performance even though 


he no longer entertained any hopes that what he learned may come in handy one day. 


As the day progressed Bruce began to loosen up a bit, helped along by a few beers, and by the time evening 
fell he was starting to enjoy himself. They found themselves in the rather dense crowd near the main stage 
before Bruce realized that the next performers were Gillan's band. Damn it, he cursed, looking behind him with 
the half formed idea of leaving. He knew if he laid eyes on lan Gillan he would get a mental image of Jan with 
him. He had more than enough mental images of him already, thank you very much, and picturing him with 
another man was something he wanted to avoid at all costs. The press of bodies behind him was moving 
forward though, the current band were wrapping up and the people were drifting forward to see the 


headliners. Nicko must have noticed him looking around because he tapped his arm. 


"I forgot, you don't want to see Gillan. We can leave if you want." He had to speak close to Bruce's ear as the 
warm-up band finished their set. 

Bruce took a deep breath. He was being ridiculous and he knew it. He didn't have anything against the band or 
the artist and he admired the man's voice very much, he knew he should be especially interested in observing 
a vocalist as gifted as lan Gillan. It was just the connection to Janick, the reminder of something he couldn't 
seem to forget anyway. Besides, it would have been a problem for them to work their way out of there at 


this point. 


The band onstage finished up by now and the noise level had dropped enough to communicate. "No, it's no big 
deal. We couldn't get out of here now anyway.” 
Nicko flashed him a grin and they allowed themselves to be shifted along with the crowd as the crew onstage 


set up for the next performer. Bruce watched the roadies and technicians set up with a speed born of 


professionalism then let his eyes drift over the crowd. It was twilight, the sky overhead a bluish purple color 
and the air filled with the odd mixture of smells of food, beer, marijuana smoke and humanity. It was relaxing 
in a way, the beers he's drank and the contact high from the smoke adding to the feeling. He had been thinking 
that it was time for him to move on and push the memories of the weekend in Aberdeen behind him. It had 
been almost two months by this time and he had to stop dwelling on it, maybe even get out and start dating. 
He knew that Shirley at the airport had been dropping very broad hints that she was interested and there 


were one or two clerical workers at the company who weren't half bad. 


Bruce's attention was drawn back to the stage then as an emcee informally announced, "We are pleased and 
honored to present Gillan!" Nicko was jostled into his side and by the time he looked up again the band had 
taken the stage and were starting to play. 


Bruce's heart felt like it stopped for a dozen beats. To the right of lan Gillan was a slim man with long sandy 
blonde hair on the guitar. A man who was even now dancing and twirling as they launched into the first 


number. A man he recognized all too well. It was Janick. 


Bruce felt a sense of panic. So much for trying to move on, so much for trying to push the memories of that 
fateful weekend behind him. He tried to look for an escape route, Nicko be damned. He could meet up with the 
other pilot at the car park later, he had to get out of there! That wasn't happening though, he realized. They 
were too close to the stage; the people were pressed in too close now dancing and waving their arms 
enthusiastically. After a few moments Bruce gave up the idea and reluctantly turned his gaze back to the 
stage. Janick looked even better than he remembered him dressed in a red sleeveless tee and extremely tight 
white skinny jeans, his slender legs never still as he played, his long hair flying around him as he moved and 


whirled. 


Gillan sounded amazing but Bruce was only aware of that in a dim corner of his mind, he couldn't tear his eyes 
from Janick. What was he doing herel?!? He played seamlessly with the other band members, there was a 
tightness to the sound that indicated they were very practiced in playing together. Worse yet, why was he 
with Gillan, of all people? Bruce felt physically sick as he watched the onstage rapport between the guitarist 
and vocalist, the way they moved together and occasionally shared a mic. During Jan's solos Gillan stood close 
to him thrashing his head to the music, his long dark hair flying across his face, and more than once Bruce 
saw him grin at Jan who would immediately grin back. It seemed obvious that they two of them were close 
and there was no reason to believe that closeness didn't extend offstage as well. An unbidden vision crossed 
Bruce's mind of Jan and Gillan naked in bed doing the things he himself couldn't forget doing with Jan and he 
felt like his chest was going to explode. Goddamn Nicko and his stupid suggestion of going to a music festival 
and goddamn Janick for making him fall in love with him. Because there was absolutely no doubt about it, he 


was madly in love with that man on stage and had been almost from the moment he first laid eyes on him. 


Bruce suffered through the show, having little choice, though near the end of the set Gillan did a song called 
Bite the Bullet that was nearly Bruce's undoing. It featured a brilliant solo by Janick that involved a lot of 
dancing, twirling, and the odd hip thrust that ripped right through Bruce, having the combined effect of making 
him ache with frustration and with sexual desire for the guitarist. There was another song or two in the 


encore but Bruce couldn't stand it another minute, he turned and blindly plowed through the crowd using hands 


and elbows to sharply shove people aside, receiving several curses and threats but not giving a damn. On the 
edge of the area he finally slowed and took several deep breaths. He wanted nothing more than to get the fuck 
out of there as soon as he possibly could but he couldn't, he had to wait for Nicko and he had no idea where 
the other man was. Instead he spied a beer tent and made a beeline for it. He was on his third when Nicko 


finally found him. 
"Hey, there you are! Where the hell did you go, man? | thought you were right next to me." 


Bruce stared at the man blankly for a second, the edges of his vision blurry from the beer consumed too 


quickly, before he was able to answer. "I... told you | didn't want to watch Gillan” 


Nicko looked at him with a shrewdness he wouldn't have thought the older man possessed "You were watching 
him at first. Or rather, you were watching the guitarist, the skinny kid with the crazy moves." 


Bruce physically winced at Nicko's description, accurate though it was. How, amid all the raucous music and 
screaming crowd, had Nicko noticed the way his eyes had been glued to Jan? They were standing out of the 
way partly between the beer tent and a vendor selling gaudy handmade jewelry and Nicko's next words totally 
took Bruce unawares. 

"He was watching you too, you know. That guitarist. | saw him through all his hair, he looked straight into the 
crowd and missed a half dozen notes in the song. Gillan gave him an evil look but he was looking straight at 
you, mate. | turned around and saw you shoving your way out through the crowd. | think that's what caught 
his eye, you were plowing through people like a goddamn bulldozer. You know him, huh?" 


Bruce could only nod, taking a long swig of beer. Nicko was quiet for a minute, taking a more civilized sip of his 
own beer before speaking again. "Its none of my business, Bruce, but if you really want to avoid that guy we'd 
better be going because as soon as the last song was over he jumped off the stage and headed in the 
direction you went. Jumped right off the fucking stage!" Nicko shook his head in amazement. "Seven feet if it's 
an inch and he hit the ground running with those long legs of his." 


Bruce look up sharply, thinking he'd misheard. "He what?!" 


"He ran off after you but obviously he lost you in the crowd" Nicko's face showed how much effort it was 


taking him to bite back the dozen questions he wanted to ask. 


Bruce looked around, unable to help it. There were more people than ever present now because the bigger 
name acts performed after dark, noise was everywhere and he couldn't see anything through the milling people. 


Nicko grabbed his arm. 
"Come on, we can head home now if you like." 
Bruce blindly followed the taller man, feeling guilt on top of every other emotion because he knew Nicko didn't 


plan on leaving this early. The way to the field where they'd parked went past an area surrounded by chain link 


fence where dozens of busses and tractor trailers were parked, obviously set aside for crew and performers. 


The sodium lights were at further intervals here and Bruce was glad of the darkness, frantically trying to 
think of a reason Janick would have leapt offstage and tried to follow him. Maybe Nicko was mistaken, maybe 
Janick's actions had been for a completely unrelated reason. Lost in thought he jumped a little when Nicko 


nudged his arm. 
"Wait a minute, Bruce. | thought | heard something.” 


Bruce thought the man was crazy. Of course he heard something, even this far from the main stages the air 
was filled with a cacophony of noise. 

Then he heard it too, a voice shouting his name from the fenced area. His heart froze, he stopped dead in his 
tracks almost causing the other man to crash into him. He didn't dare look in the direction of the shout and 
with an effort he started walking again, oblivious to Nicko's hand on his arm urging him to stop. Then Nicko 
grabbed him harder, almost roughly forcing him to stand still 


"Damn it Bruce, whatever you've got going on with that guy you're going to have to deal with it because he's 


coming over here!" 


Bruce looked up . There was no gate in that section of the fence and he saw a slim figure actually scaling the 
fence, dropping to the ground on their side and running in their direction. He was aware in a dim way of Nicko 


moving off muttering that he would wait at the car, but Bruce was frozen to the spot. 


Janick ran up, out of breath but grinning. "Brucel! | can't believe I've found you, | thought | was seeing things!" 


Bruce stared. Janick looked pleased to see him, even thrilled That made no sense! He couldn't speak, his mind 


was whirling. Janick's smile faded. “Bruce? You...you remember me, don't you?" 


He felt like bursting into laughter. Remember him? Was there a minute of the day when he wasn't 
remembering him? He managed to find his voice and was astonished at how cold it came out. "What do you 


want, Janick?" 


Janick's face showed doubt, hesitation, and to Bruce's amazement, hurt. "I| want to talk to youl I've been 


wanting to talk to you...” 
"Then why the hell didn't you call me?" Anger came through now, more anger than he realized he was feeling. 


Jan's expressive eyes looked suspiciously moist. "I wanted to, | tried to call you a few days after we got home. 
| wanted to see you, | wanted to tell you about the gig | got with Gillan. Bruce, he called the studio looking for 
me! He needed a guitarist in a hurry. His quit suddenly and he had a tour of Australia coming up in just a few 
days. | was really excited at the chance and the first thing | thought was to tell you about it but | lost your 
number!" Jan's voice lowered and he took a few steps closer. They were standing a few feet from the main 
pathway now but there were people passing by in a constant stream. "l.l know that sounds like the world's 


oldest excuse but it's true! It must have fallen out of my wallet when | paid for something someplace. 


Bruce..you could have called me too." There was a genuine note of anguish in the blonde man's voice then and 
the glistening Bruce had thought he was imagining in his eyes transformed into a moist streak running down 


his cheek. 


Still, Bruce stood stock still. the urge to run over to Janick and wrap his arms around him was almost 


unbearable but he couldn't move, he found it hard to even speak. "I tried to call. Once. There was no answer." 


"Once..." Janick looked crestfallen, then he took a breath. "I was probably already in Australia then. Bruce..." he 
stepped closer still and Bruce had a childish urge to bolt, to just turn and run away from the maelstrom on 
emotions battering their way through him. "Bruce, | thought..! hoped we would keep seeing each other. | know 
its my fault, | lost your number, | couldn't even remember the name of the company you work for, then this 
chance with Gillan came along and before | could do anything to look you up | was out of the country. But when 
| saw you in the crowd tonight | was hoping..maybe there was still a chance?" Jan's voice faded away at the 


end and he looked down at the toe of his Reeboks. 
Bruce clenched his fists against the surge of emotion he was still fighting. "Why? You're back with Gillan now." 


Jan looked up. "As his guitarist, Bruce! Only as his guitarist! | don't want anything more than that with him. He 
suggested it, but..! don't want him, Bruce. | want youl" Jan was obviously aware that he was putting his heart 
out there with the distinct possibility of it being stomped on but it was as though he was compelled to do it. 


Bruce wanted to stand strong. He tried to tell himself that giving in would only lead to heartache, that good 
things weren't meant to happen to him and that the only way to play it safe was to stay out of 
entanglements. But he looked at Janick and all the precautions, the promises he made to himself not to let 
himself feel anything for anyone all went out the window. So much went through his mind in a split second that 
all he could really focus on was the outpouring of love he felt for this slender, gorgeous blond who stood 
there looking so vulnerable and anxious. He closed the distance between them, standing directly in front of 


Janick, keeping his voice low. 


Its hard for me to believe you, Janick Maybe you lost my phone number or maybe you didn't want anything 


more to do with me. How am | supposed to know for sure?" 
Janick's voice was low too and sounded close to breaking. "Why would | lie about something like this, Bruce?" 


"Who knows? I've been led on and lied to before, | never know why they do it. Maybe it's a challenge for people 
to lead me on then kick me aside. Maybe you saw me in the crowd tonight and thought it would be fun to put 


me through that all over again" 


Jan looked a Bruce in silence for a long moment, his face a mask of heartbreak. "If you really believe that then 
| guess there isn't a chance for us after all. At least..at least you answered my question” With that Janick 
turned and started to walk away, his shoulders slumped and his head low. 
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Chapter Eight 


"Bruce?" 


Bruce jumped. Nicko had approached without his being aware of it and was standing at his side. "I'm not trying 
to pry, mate, and | have no idea what's going on between you and that bloke but I've never seen anything more 


pathetic in my lifel" He nodded at Jan's slowly retreating figure. 


Bruce drew in a breath through his nostrils, trying to maintain his resolve. "It's nothing, Nick. Just..just a 


misunderstanding." 


"Uh huh." Nicko was clearly skeptical. He was silent for a moment as he and Bruce turned and continued walking 
toward the car park. "It's none of my business, Bruce, but that man, the guitarist, looked completely 

devastated and you don't look very happy yourself. You can tell me to fuck off if you want and I'll still be your 
friend if you do, but you've been a miserable sod for weeks now and | think this guitarist has something to do 


with it. So my question is why the hell are you putting yourself through this?" 


Bruce looked over at Nick, seeing nothing but concern in the other man's face. "Because | don't want to get 


hurt, Nick." he muttered. 


"Oh, and you're not hurting now? And that guy isn’t hurting? | couldn't care less if you swing both ways, 
Bruce, that sort of thing doesn't bother me at all. What bothers me is when someone acts like an arse and, in 
my opinion, that's exactly what you're doing!" Having said his piece Nicko quickened his pace, leaving Bruce a 


few steps behind him. 


Bruce stared after him a few seconds, thinking that he along with everyone else at the company had 
underestimated Nicko. The man came off as a jokester and a bit of a buffoon but he was obviously deeper 
than anyone had given him credit for. He could tell from the stiff set of his shoulders that Nicko was angry 
or, at the very least, indignant and goddamn it, he was right to be! Bruce was behaving like an arse, a selfish 


heartless arse. 
"Nick...2" 


The other man stopped and turned. 


"Um..if you want to stay longer we can. l..l'm going to try to find Janick" 


Nicko broke into a grin and clapped Bruce on the shoulder. "Now you're being sensible! Find that bloke and 
whatever you have to do to make it right with him, do it! There's too damned much misery in this world 


already without you making more!" 


Bruce couldn't help but grin. What good was staying in a nice, safe little cocoon if it made both himself and Jan 
unhappy? Jan didn't deserve to suffer because Bruce was afraid of his own feelings. He looked back to where 
Jan had disappeared into the crowd. 


"Well, what are you waiting for, man? Go get him before someone else snatches him up. He's a right looker, 


that one!" 


Bruce laughed outright then and set off at a jog, hearing Nick say he would meet him at the car park at 
midnight. He waved an acknowledgment and broke into a run. 

Once he was back at the main festival grounds, though, Bruce was at a loss. There were people everywhere 
but he had no idea where to look for Jan. He wandered aimlessly for a few minutes, growing more frustrated 
with every passing second. ‘Think, man! he told himself. ‘If | were just brushed off by someone | thought cared 
for me, where would | go The answer dawned on him in a flash. Where had he gone when he believed Jan had 
brushed him off? Straight to the pub! There were at least half a dozen beer vendors spread all over the area 
and he methodically sought them out, going from one to the next looking for a glimpse of the long bright hair 
and slender form but to no avail. Standing outside the last one, Bruce slumped against a post in despair. He 


would never find Jan among all these people! 


He stood thinking, then something occurred to him, a memory from the days he had been in a band. 
Performers had their own area with their own beer and food provided for them by festival promoters. He 
remembered the fenced area Jan had first called to him from and made his way in that direction, finally 


coming to a gate manned by two private security guards. 
"Excuse me, but I'm looking for Janick Gers. He's lan Gillan's guitarist, it's very important | see him." 


The guards had obviously heard the same story dozens of times. "Sorry, no one is admitted past the gate 
without a pass." the nearest man said in a bored tone. 


Bruce stepped closer. He was desperate and not above putting aside his pride. "Please, its very important." 
The other guard was more sympathetic but still firm. "m sorry mate but thats what they all say. We can't 
let everyone through, can we?" 

Bruce turned his attention to that man, he was an older man who looked as though he had one been in the 


military. "| realize that, but this is very important. If | give you a note, can you take it to him?" 


"I'm sorry," the man looked like he genuinely was, "but | can't leave my post" 


"Fuck!" Bruce swore in frustration, running his hands through his hair. 
"What's the problem, mate?" A voice sounded directly behind Bruce. he turned and looked up at a mountain of 
a man with a shaved head and fierce eyes. The man looked vaguely familiar but Bruce was too agitated to 


place him. 


"He says he needs to see Gillan's guitarist, apparently it's a matter of life and death" the first security guard 


had a strong note of sarcasm in his tone. 
The huge man looked down at Bruce. "Don't | know you from someplace?" 


Bruce shook his head, he didn't have time for riceties. The big man suddenly snapped his fingers. "Speed! You 


were the singer for Speed a few years back!" 
Bruce was surprised. "Yeah, | was, but | can't believe anyone remembers that: 


The man put out a hand. "John McCoy. I've seen you a time or two, you can really belt out a tune! You really 
need to see Gillan's guitarist, huh?" 


Bruce shook his hand gratefully. "Yes, desperately.’ 


McCoy flashed his pass at the guards and escorted Bruce through the gate without a word. "Gillan's bus is at 


the northeast corner, his band should be somewhere around. Anyone tries to kick you out, send them to me!" 


"Thank you!!" Bruce was so grateful he could have kissed the man if he wasn't certain he'd get his teeth 
knocked out for trying and set off at a jog for the area John McCoy indicated, weaving past tractor trailers, 
random equipment containers, and tour busses. There were dozens of people about but no one gave him the 
time of day. A large tour bus with Gillan’s logo painted on it sat at the very end of a row and Bruce slowed 
down, scanning the area. Finally his heart jumped, he saw a slender form with a bowed head sitting by himself 
at a picnic table, three or four empty cans on the table in front of him. He approached slowly, suddenly unsure 


of what to say. 
"Janick?" 


The man's head snapped up and turned in bewilderment to where Bruce stood a few feet away. A look akin to 


shock registered on his face and it was a moment before he spoke. 
"What are you doing here, Bruce?" Janick's voice was sullen and very slightly slurred. 
Bruce's hesitation vanished and he sat next to Janick. "| didn't mean what | said, | know you wouldn't lie to me." 


Jan still looked morose. "Why did you say it, then?" 


"Because l'm a stupid, selfish bastard, and I'm sorry. I'm very sorry." he tentatively reached up to touch Jan's 
bare arm and the blonde visibly flinched. Bruce withdrew his hand as though it had been burned, hurt flashing 
through him. Please," Bruce stopped to swallow, suddenly feeling choked up, "please, give me a chance to make 


it up To you." 


Jan looked at him, not speaking. Bruce stumbled on, wanting to explain himself, wanting desperately for Jan to 
understand. "| have a very hard time trusting people. It's so much easier to be on the defensive and expect 
people to screw me over, that way | won't be let down when they do. I'm not very good at letting my guard 
down but | want to change, Janick. | want to open up to you, | want to let you in, I'm just not sure if | know 


how!" 


Jan finally spoke, his voice so low it was a struggle to make out his words. "You aren't the only one afraid of 


getting hurt, Bruce." 


| won't hurt you, Jan!" Bruce implored, grasping the guitarists arm again, harder this time so he couldn't 


shake him off. 


"You did tonight." the blonde reminded him. "I was in Australia with Gillan for a month and all | could think about 
was how | was going to find you when the tour was over." Jan said softly. "| was going to check every private 
charter airline in the country if | had to, | was going to ask everyone | know that may remember you from 
when you were in a band. | knew | had to find you again. | saw you tonight and | couldn't believe my eyes, 


then..then you said the things you said" 


Bruce felt a well of shame open up in his gut and he let his hand drop from Jan's arm. "Like | said, I'm a stupid 
selfish bastard. | don't deserve a second chance with you. | should have looked for you, too, when | didn't hear 
from you. Instead | just sat around getting pissed every night thinking about you but | didn't lift a finger to 
try to find you." 


"You wouldn't have found me anyway, | was out of the country." Bruce could see Jan smile slightly in the 


indistinct light, "You were thinking about me?" 


"God, | couldn't stop thinking about you! | wanted to, because | didn't want to feel anything for someone. It's too 
risky, too dangerous. But | couldn't get you out of my mind." 


Jan sat in silence for what felt to Bruce like forever although it was actually less than a minute. "My tour 
with Gillan is over after this festival and l'Il be back in London. Do you still have my number?" 


Bruce thought of the little scrap of paper he'd folded over multiple times and tucked in a corner of his wallet. 
"Yes, | have it. 


"Will you call me?" Jan sounded a little uncertain. 


Bruce's voice grew low and intense and he leaned in toward Jan, locking his eyes to his. "I will call and keep 


calling until | get you if | have to let the phone ring for days!" 


The picnic tables were set up next to the trailer that carried the band's equipment and they were shielded 
from the rest of the grounds. Jan gave a quick look around then leaned in quickly and pressed his lips lightly to 
Bruce's but when he went to move away Bruce seized him, placing his hand on his face and pulling him in for a 
longer, deeper kiss. The passion that flared up as soon as their lips touched was even more forceful than 
Bruce remembered, taking him unawares in its suddenness. He moaned unintentionally into the kiss, eliciting an 
answering moan from Janick and this time rather than drawing apart their arms circled one another and 
Bruce's senses were completely filled with Janick. Tracing Janick's lower lip with his tongue he felt the blonde 
welcome him in, tasting the essence of the man , feeling his response and becoming aroused in spite of himself. 


So lost were they in one another they literally jumped when a voice sounded very close to them. 


"Janick!" There was teasing laughter in the voice but it took Bruce a moment to realize that the tall figure 


standing at the end of the table was lan Gillan 

Janick was a bit breathless. "Oh, uh, hi lan." 

Gillan laughed outright then. "Aren't you going to introduce me to your friend?" 

Janick was regaining his composure but Bruce was still dumbfounded. Not only was lan the man Janick had once 
had a relationship of sorts with, he was also one of Bruce's heroes, a legendary vocalist who had been one of 
his main influences when he first became interested in becoming a singer. 

"lan, this is Bruce. Bruce, I'm sure you already know who lan is." 

"And | think | know why you've been acting so different this tour, Janick!" lan was chuckling, "You had this bloke 
waiting for you back home!" To Bruce's astonishment, lan put out his hand. "I'm glad to meet you, Bruce. | saw 
two people snogging out here and | was curious who sneaked a bird in, then | saw it was Janick so | had to 


investigate. I'll leave you two alone now. " With a wave, Gillan went back to his bus and Bruce let out his 


breath. 

“Well, at least he wasn't angry." Bruce remarked. 

"He wouldn't be angry, he's a good guy. But if he could see us anyone could so | suppose we'd better behave” 
"That's not easy when l'm with you," Bruce muttered 

Suddenly Jan stood, still holding Bruce's hand. "Come on!" 

Giggling, Jan led Bruce away from the area by the four bus and through a maze of trucks to a darkened 


region away from the security lights. It was relatively quiet there, they were surrounded by stacked shipping 
containers that had held the lighting and sound equipment. Jan stopped and before Bruce could even catch his 


breath he was engulfed in a deep, hungry kiss. He returned it immediately, clasping his arms around Jan's slim 
form, his tongue invading his mouth, drinking him in and wanting more. Jan's hands were teasing their way 
beneath Bruce's tee shirt to stroke his bare back, his touch inflaming him. Bruce pressed Jan back against the 
container behind him, their bodies pressed close, feeling and feeding off the other's growing desire. Bruce felt 
Jan hard against him and unconsciously moved against him, hearing him gasp into the kiss. He pulled the lithe 
form closer, burying his face in the luxuriant hair and breathing in the fresh outdoorsy scent as he mouthed 
wet kisses to Jan's neck, nipping his ear and feeling him arch into his touch. The kiss went on, building up with 


a hunger until Bruce felt like he was going to spontaneously combust. 
"Jan," he gasped, his mouth hot against Jan's skin, "| want you, | want you so bad..." 


| want you too," Jan sighed, his fingers tangling in Bruce's hair. "lve been wanting you again for weeks." Even 
as he spoke Bruce felt his hand creep between them and lightly cup him. The touch was exquisite, Bruce sank 
to the ground and pulled Jan down with him. The ground was hard and gritty, the patchy grass somewhat 
damp with dew but neither man cared. Bruce felt Jan lift his shirt and lean to place hot moist kisses to his 
stomach, his fingers toying with the clasp to Bruce's jeans. Bruce was so hard he felt he was being strangled 
and when Jan finally unclasped then unzipped the jeans, drawing him out, he sighed in relief. Jan wasted no time, 
this was a desperate, lustful tryst, there was no time for drawn out love play or tender endearments. The 
urgency was building with monumental force and as soon as Jan drew him out of his jeans Bruce felt the 
blonde take him into his mouth. It took all of Bruce's willpower to remain aware enough of his surroundings to 
remain as quiet as he possibly could as Jan's warm, moist mouth worked it's magic, long fingered hands 
cupping and caressing his balls as he took Bruce deep, tongue never still, circling and swirling as he bobbed his 


head. 


"Ah, God, JAN!" Bruce couldn't keep quiet any longer, he couldn't hold back and his orgasm exploded without 
warning. He clutched Jan's hair and soared with the sensations, feeling completely weightless as waves of pure 
pleasure coursed through him. Jan stayed with him, taking everything he had to give before Bruce lay back on 
the hard ground completely spent. Jan crept back up and kissed his cheek, mindful that Bruce may not want to 
kiss him until he'd rinsed his mouth but Bruce didn't care, he caught him up and crushed their mouths 
together, tasting himself but not caring. 


It took a few moments before Bruce could summon the will to move, that had been an incredibly intense 
orgasm and he felt drained. Jan's arms were around him, his body pressed to Bruce's side and Bruce could feel 
that he was rock hard, he imagined he could feel the heat of him through his jeans and he slid his hand down. 
As soon as he ran his hand over Jan's groin the other man moaned and pressed himself against him, moving 
unconsciously. Bruce fumbled with the fastenings of Jan's jeans, they were so tight he had a job of sliding 
them down far enough to pull Jan out, hot and hard in his hand. Jan's breath was coming in little urgent pants 
as Bruce began to stroke him, smoothing the moisture of his arousal along his length, kissing him deeply as he 
worked him with his hand. Jan cried out into the kiss, his body shuddering as Bruce felt his climax hot and 
sticky in his hand. He kept moving against Bruce, never breaking the kiss until he finally collapsed against his 


shoulder, even then pressing small kisses to Bruce's neck. 


"It was better than | remembered!" Bruce whispered into Jan's mussed hair. "| can't wait to get you into a real 


bed again! But," he leaned up on his elbow, striving to make eye contact with the blonde in the vague light, "I 
want to do more than that! | want to talk with you, get to know you, go places together. | don't want to be 
afraid to enjoy life anymore, Janick!" 


Jan was smiling, Bruce could feel it as much as see it. "| want those things too. You fascinate me, Bruce! The 
more | learn about you the more | want to know. You don't have to be afraid of anything, and if you are 


worried about something you can tell me!" 


Jan cupped his hand on the back of Bruce's head and pulled him down for a kiss and the two lay there for a 
time kissing, holding one another, oblivious to their less-than-romantic surroundings. After a time, though, 


Bruce activated the light on his wristwatch and groaned in dismay. 
"Nicko is going to be waiting for me at the car in half an hour. I'm afraid that if | leave I'll lose you again" 


Jan touched Bruce's face, stroking his jawline then running his thumb across his lips. "That's not going to 


happen. I'm home now, we can get together, get to know each other, maybe.., maybe build something together" 


‘| want that, Janick. I'm tired of going around putting up a front while not feeling anything inside. | feel 


something inside now. l'm in love with you." 


He heard Jan's breath catch and for a moment he was afraid he'd overstepped his bounds, that he should 
have kept his feelings to himself. Then Jan pulled him close and kissed him. 
"I think I've been falling in love with you from the moment | met you." Jan's voice was little more than a 


whisper and there was a wariness in it, like he too was afraid he'd said more than he should 


Bruce felt as though something inside of him began to glow with a warmth he couldn't remember ever feeling 
before. How could he have believed himself to have been in love with Paul? They had been buddies and casual 
bedmates, there had never been anything even remotely like this profound emotional intensity he felt by 


simply being in Jan's presence. 


| have to go. | don't want to but | know Nicko wants to head home. " Bruce stood, pulling Janick up beside him 
and the two men rearranged their clothes, combing through their hair with their fingers to get rid of any 


debris they may have picked up on the ground. "You'll be at the number you gave me soon?" 


"After this weekend, yes. We have another show here tomorrow night and then it's back to London 

He kissed Jan again, already feeling a spark of desire again, and he had to tear himself away. Janick walked with 
him back to the gate. There were too many people about for them to kiss but he discreetly squeezed the 
blonde's hand. "I'll call, I'll call and keep calling until | reach you." 


"lll be there." Jan leaned closer, speaking softly. "| do love you, Bruce." 


"| love you, too." Bruce never thought he would hear those words out of his own lips. Even when he believed 


he loved Paul he knew he could never say it aloud. Paul would have laughed and thought he was joking around, 


he was certain of that, and he could never have laid himself open to that kind of pain. With one last squeeze of 
his fingers he turned and walked back out into the crowd, feeling Janick's eyes on his back until he was out of 


sight. 


Nick was already sitting in the car listening to the radio when Bruce arrived. He had been dozing but he jumped 


awake when Bruce opened the passenger door. 

"There you arell | was going to wait another hour then assume you were spending the night with your friend! 
‘| wish!" Bruce heard himself say, and Nicko chuckled 

"Well, it looks like you had a good time anyway!" 


Bruce gave him a curious look and Nicko laughed, tapping a spot on his own neck. He flipped down the visor and 


checked the mirror. Vivid in the harsh light of the car interior a purple love bite was evident on the side of 


his neck. "Shit!" 


Nicko burst into raucous laughter then, slapping his leg. Bruce didn't remember Jan biting him that hard but 
they had been making out hot and heavy and he had been too preoccupied to be aware of such things. He sank 


down into his seat in embarrassment and Nicko started the car, still laughing. 
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Chapter Nine 


When he reported to work the following Monday it was as though a cloud had lifted from Bruce. Rodney 
noticed it right away, Bruce was at the break room table with some other employees first thing in the 
morning, laughing and joking in the way that had once been characteristic of him. Throughout the day his 
laughter could be heard as he waited for his plane to be fueled or maintained between flights but it wasn't 
until late afternoon Rodney had an opportunity to remark about the change to Nicko. 


"It seems your taking Bruce to that music festival was what he needed to lift his spirits, he seems positively 


bubbly today!" 


Nicko signed the manifest Rod had handed him and passed the clipboard back to the manager. "You could say 
that. He certainly had a very good time." 


Rod stared after Nicko curiously as the taller man walked away chuckling to himself, then shrugged. Whatever 
that may have meant, he was just glad to see his favorite pilot in good spirits. 


It was a light work load that day and Bruce was home at a reasonable hour but though he wanted very much 
to dial Janick's number he held off until after he'd had a bite of dinner and was sitting on his sofa with a beer. 
Taking a deep breath, he pulled the number from his wallet, unfolded it, and dialed. The phone rang once, twice, 
three times and Bruce began to feel the quiver of uneasiness in his stomach. Maybe Jan wasn't home? Maybe 
he'd misunderstood him? Or maybe the guitarist had misled him and had no intention of receiving his calls. He 
let out an audible breath of relief when the phone was picked up on the sixth ring. 


"Hello?" the familiar gentle voice said. 
"Janick?" 
"Bruce! I'm glad you called, it's good to hear your voice!" 


Bruce felt himself smiling widely, he couldn't seem to help himself. "It's good to hear yours too! Are you still 
busy with Gillan's tour?" 


"No, we wrapped up the loose ends today, l'm a free man now. | already have some studio work scheduled for 
later this week, though, so it seems I'm not unemployed." he laughed. "Umm.., are you busy tonight?" 


Bruce's heart leapt. He hadn't dared hope he would see Jan again this soon. "No, not at all, I'm just sitting here 
having a beer. What have you got in mind?" 


"| don't know. l." his voice softened, "I just want to see you.” 


"Do you want to come over? Or we can go out for a pint" he added the last part so it wouldn't sound like he 


just wanted to get Jan in bed. He did, of course, but there was more to it than that. 
"I can come over." Jan had a definite note of intimacy in his voice. 


Bruce gave him the address and they were surprised to learn they lived only a ten minute drive apart. Jan 
was at his door within half an hour. Bruce barely had time to clean up the clutter and put away the dishes 
before he heard the light tap. He lived in a modest flat in an older row of houses on a shaded back street and 
his door opened straight to the outside. He opened to find Jan standing there silhouetted against the setting 
sun, his hair glowing like a halo around his head. He was so beautiful he took Bruce's breath away. He scarcely 
waited until the door was closed before sweeping the slim blonde into a deep kiss. How could just one look at 


this man get him so worked up, Bruce wondered. 


Janick smiled when they parted, laying the beer he'd brought on the floor then moving back into Bruce's arms 
for a longer kiss. 


‘I've missed you." he said when they drew apart this time, "I know it's only been a couple of days, but... 


"A couple of days is a long time," Bruce agreed, stepping back so Janick could come all the way inside. Once the 
initial kiss was taken care of the two men were able to sit back on Bruce's couch and relax over a few beers, 
engaging in conversation as easily as they had on that stormy afternoon in Aberdeen, the thoughts and ideas 
flowing as though they had been talking together for a lifetime. In the back of his mind Bruce could hardly 
believe how natural he felt with Janick. He knew that people who knew him thought of him as sociable, outgoing 
and gregarious, but he knew that it was all a superficial front. He was a naturally reserved and guarded person 
when it came to his innermost feelings. This wasn't true when he with Janick, however. It took him a while to 
understand why but then it dawned on him; he trusted Janick. He looked across the couch to where Janick sat, 
one long leg tucked underneath him eating a piece of the pizza Bruce had ordered. It was a scary feeling 
knowing he was putting faith in another person, but this person was Janick and that made all the difference in 


the world. 


Having finished eating, they pushed the empty pizza carton aside and Bruce sat back against the arm of the 
couch, Jan lying back against him within his arms as if was the most natural thing in the world. The guitarist's 
lean back against his chest felt warm and solid and the scent of Jan's shampoo was in his nostrils. Bruce 
pressed a kiss to the top of the blonde head and Jan turned in a fluid movement, now lying with his head on 
the darker man's chest and peppering his throat and collarbone with soft, light, barely-there kisses. 


Jan looked up at Bruce, his gray eyes honest and unguarded. "It's kind of like we're starting again, isn't it? The 
other night at the festival... " Jan faltered, lowering his eyes, and when he continued his voice was very quiet, 
"What | told you.., | meant it. It isn't supposed to happen so fast but | am in love with you." He raised his eyes 
again and Bruce felt himself drowning in the gray depths. 


| meant it too," he assured the other man. "Maybe | shouldn't have blurted it out so abruptly, but its real. | 


don't care how fast it happened, | just know it's real." 


Janick searched his eyes and seemed reassured by what he found there. He moved in and kissed Bruce then 
and they lay for what felt like a long time exchanging languorous kisses, their mouths fusing together in a 
slow, sensual discovery of one another. Bruce's brain felt frozen in time, every nuance of what they were 
doing was clear and distinct . When he next looked up he saw that somehow it had become completely dark 
outside. Jan was still lying against his chest, his hand beneath Bruce's shirt and his palm flat against his furry 


stomach. 


"Come on," Bruce whispered, surprising himself with the tenderness in his voice. He stood, pulling Jan up with 
him, and moved to his tiny bedroom, glad he had tidied up in there as well. The room was spartan and the bed 
narrow but Jan didn't seem to notice as they sank down on the mattress locked in another deep kiss. Their 
lovemaking was unhurried, and almost dreamlike. Bruce made Janick lay back as he undressed him slowly, 
wanting to feast his eyes on the long, lean body he'd been able to feel but not see during their hurried 
interlude at the festival. Janick was wriggling and squirming, wanting to move, wanting to touch Bruce but 
Bruce wouldn't let him. He wanted to savor this, he wanted to kiss and stroke every inch of the lithe pale body 
as he undressed him bit by bit. Janick was fully aroused Bruce could clearly see, but he prolonged removing 
his jeans, teasing them both by making them wait. Jan had gone down on him at the festival and now it was his 


turn. 


The sounds Jan was making was making it difficult for him to restrain himself, he had to place his hands on 
the blonde's slim hips to hold him still while he ran teasing licks and kisses everywhere except where Jan 
needed it most. 


"Bruce... Bruce, stop teasing, please..| need you to touch mel" Jan was muttering, his fingers clutching Bruce's 


muscled shoulders. "| need to touch you, at least let me touch you!" 


He couldn't turn down that request, he flipped around so that they were in a sixty-nine and he immediately 
felt Jan's fingers on him followed by light, soft kisses up and down his shaft. He had to will himself not to lose 
it right then and there and he couldn't deny himself any longer. He took Jan into his mouth, going as deep as 
he could manage, tasting the copious amount of pre come and feeling how rigid Jan was, how tight his balls 
were. He knew it would be fast now but that was all right, they had all night. Once a night was never going to 
be enough, he didn't think he could ever get enough. 


Just then, though, he felt Jan remove his mouth from him and he involuntarily let out a little sound of 
dismay. 


"Bruce, can we... will you fuck me?" Jan sounded almost shy but there was a heavy hum of excitement in his 


Voice. 


Bruce felt like he was on the brink of orgasm from merely thinking about it, remembering the tight heat and 
the sight of Jan's blissful face below him. Not trusting himself to speak he raised up and positioned himself 
between those impossibly long legs. He was already slick from Jan's ministrations but when he attempted to 
prepare Jan the blonde shook his head almost frantically. 


"No, | can't wait. | want you now, Bruce, | need you in me now!" 


"Oh, Godl" Bruce moaned and moved to enter the other man, trying to go slow but Jan grasped Bruce's 
buttocks and urged him to go faster. It was fast and furious, completely out of control. Bruce was on the very 
edge, holding back with difficulty as he grasped Jan's member between them. After no more than a dozen 
strokes Jan threw his head back, his glorious mane of hair flying back over the pillow as he reached an 
orgasm that seemed to last for almost a full minute. Bruce followed almost simultaneously, hearing himself cry 
out Jan's name as powerful waves of pleasure coursed through him. Jan's fingers dug into his butt and his 


legs wrapped tight around his waist, still moving together even as they came down from the heights. 


Jan was shaking, still trembling from the onslaught of emotion that accompanied their lovemaking, and Bruce 
cradled him as he moved off to lay close by his side. He had never known anyone to give themselves so wholly 
to something as Jan did and it was humbling and a little frightening to know he was giving himself to him. The 
love he felt for the man in his arms was more all-encompassing than anything Bruce had ever experienced and 
while a part of him was still terrified he knew he had to commit himself to it, risks and all. The alternative, not 


having Jan in his life, was unthinkable. 
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Chapter Ten 


Bruce had forgotten how wild Jan could be in bed once he got fired up but he was sharply reminded that night. 
He was awakened once in the dead of the night by the unmistakable feeling of Janick nuzzling his nether 
regions, an activity he was only too happy to encourage, and once again at dawn by Jan's hands reaching 
around him from behind. It was just growing light outside and he turned around only to be met with a deep 
kiss. He broke away laughing, 


"l'm sure | have terrible morning breath!" 
"So what?" Jan smiled, his hand still busy beneath the covers. "I probably have too!" 


"Mm..no reason we shouldn't continue then, is there?" He reached for Jan grasping his slender hips and pulling 
him close. 


"| wish | didn't have to work today" he murmured into Jan's soft hair. 


| have a few things to take care of too, | have to check my schedule at the studios", Jan whispered between 
kisses. "call my parents, let them know I'm finished with the tour..." He nipped into the flesh of Bruce's throat, 
sucking lightly. "| wish | could just stay here." 


"We should go out someplace tonight," Bruce was having trouble focusing on what he wanted to say, Jan's 
wandering hands were getting bolder now and his fingertips were stroking lightly up and down Bruce's morning 


erection. 


"Okay..sounds nice." Jan's voice was muffled as he ducked beneath the covers and Bruce gasped as he felt the 
velvety warmth of his mouth on him. They stayed in the bed as late as they dared, making love, kissing and 
cuddling until Jan had to leave. Bruce was a few minutes late reporting to work but he had no early flights 


that day so it wasn't a problem. 


They went to one of Bruce's favorite restaurants for dinner that night, meeting there after Bruce called and 
gave Jan the address, and later went for a few beers at a quiet pub. Throughout the evening Bruce would look 


across at Jan only to see the blonde smiling at him, it filled him with such a flood of warmth he didn't know 


how he had existed without it. 


Over their third beer Jan was talking about a mediocre band he had to work with in the studio the upcoming 


week when he interrupted himself and looked at Bruce. 
"Remember, | told you when we first met that | wanted to hear you sing. | still do, you know." 
Bruce made a sound, "| haven't sang a word in years, | doubt | can anymore." 


"There's one way to find out," Jan grinned. "Come back to my place, I've got mics and amps and anything you 
could want." 


They paid their tab and Bruce got into his car, following Jan several blocks to an area off the primary 
business district. Jan's flat was over a block of offices in a well-kept building somewhat apart from the others 
on the block and they climbed the stairs, Bruce admiring Jan's ass as he climbed ahead of him. He was very 
pleasantly surprised when Jan opened the door. The apartment was small but neat and clean, the furniture 
distinctly masculine and the walls tastefully adorned with framed concert posters of bands Jan admired. One 
corner of the living area was given over to sound equipment and after Jan got Bruce a beer he set about 
hooking up his guitar. Bruce chatted with him as he set up, partially distracted by the curve of Jan's arse as 


he knelt to adjust some levers. 


"| probably shouldn't have mentioned that | used to sing. Our band were never more than weekend amateurs 


and you're used to working with professionals, l'm way out of my element here." 


"Bollocks!" Jan scoffed, coming to sit on the couch with him and bringing his guitar. "We're just fooling around, 


you're not trying to impress anyone. If it helps, think of me as a mate rather than as a musician" 
Bruce smiled. as usual, Jan knew just what to say to put him at ease. Jan began idly strumming. 

"You said your band did hard rock and metal. What song did you enjoy most?" 

Bruce thought for a moment. "It's hard to pick one. You wanna try War Pigs?" 

Jan immediately started the intro and suddenly it felt right and natural. Bruce jumped in right on time; 


"Generals gather in their masses 


just like witches at black masses..." 


It was as though he hadn't stopped singing at all, it flowed from him as sure and as strong as he remembered. 
Jan was grinning at him when the song was over and without pausing he shifted into a Bad Company song. 
Bruce chimed in without hesitation and they ran through four more songs that way before Jan laid the guitar 
aside and slid over next to Bruce. 


"I knew it! | knew you would be fantastic and you arel" He gave Bruce an enthusiastic kiss. 


Bruce laughed. "You're just saying that so you can get in my pants!" 


Jan laughed even louder. "No, I'm not but I'm hoping that happens anyway! l'm serious, Bruce. Your vocal range 
is incredible, your projection is strong..you really should start singing again! And you enjoy it, its obvious you 
enjoy it” Then he seemed to remember something and turned more solemn. "I remember you said something 
about a ..a relationship you were in back then that ended badly. l'm sorry, maybe | shouldn't have made you 


dig up those memories." 


"No, no., that's all right, Jan. Hts okay, that doesn't matter now. Now that I'm with you it's hard for me to 
remember Paul at all, and | don't want to. It's like it wasn't even real. | think I'd like to start singing again, to tell 


the truth." Bruce was anxious to assure Jan that he was completely over his hang-ups regarding Paul. 


"Great!" Jan embraced him. "Some mates and | get together sometimes just to jam, I'd like you to come along 
next time! We're all musicians but not a one of us can sing a note! It'll be fun" He smiled, adding softly. "| want 


you to do things that make you happy, Bruce." 


"Being with you makes me happy." Bruce took Jan in his arms and kissed him tenderly feeling as though Jan 


were melting into him. 


Bruce stayed that night at Jan's, scrambling to make it to work on time the next day after having showered 
with Jan that morning which naturally led to other things. Over the rest of that week the two men became 
practically inseparable during their off work hours, neither seemed to be able to get enough of the other. The 
sex was incredible but they also connected on other levels, often just lying together talking for hours at a 
time over any subject that came to mind. Janick's openness, his warmth, his compassion, his humor all served 
to make Bruce fall deeper and deeper in love with him. When Jan would brush Bruce with a kiss or a touch it 
produced such a strong physical response they sometimes made love four times a night, both of them heading 
to work tired but sated the next morning. 


Jan was coming to Bruce's to spend the weekend and Bruce was elated, practically floating through his duties 
that day and feeling higher than the clouds outside his plane during his two scheduled flights. They were going 
to go to the club where Jan's musician friends hung out, a place in Camden called Gravediggers. Bruce wasn't 
nervous about meeting Jan's friends, he had always gotten on well with musicians and Jan assured him that 
these guys were easygoing, but even though Jan had talked him into singing for him on a few more occasions 
since that first night Bruce was still unsure of the condition of his voice. He had already given Jan a key to his 
flat so the guitarist was already there when he walked in, sitting on the couch with his acoustic, long legs 
sprawled out in front of him. He immediately jumped up and came over to greet Bruce with a resounding kiss. 
The instant the blonde's lips touched his Bruce felt himself stir with both love and desire, pulling the other 


man close and letting one hand slide down his back to grasp his firm arse. 


The two didn't arrive at the club until nearly nine, having taken time out for a romp in the shower that then 
led to a more prolonged session in the bedroom. Janick knew several of the people present, it was a club 
frequented by the metal and hard rock musicians that worked in the smaller recording studios around the city, 


and some of the names were vaguely familiar to Bruce as well. Bruce was enjoying himself and by the time 


Janick suggested he join in one of the jam sessions he already had several beers and gladly accepted. His voice 
exceeded his expectations and he received both surprised looks and compliments from the others, something 
he knew he needed to continue to pursue this reentrance into the music world. Driving home Janick slid close 
to him on the seat and slipped an arm around him. Jan tended to get more affectionate than usual when he'd 
been drinking and Bruce had difficulty concentrating of his driving as Jan's fingers fluttered over his chest and 
stomach, his lips at Bruce's neck and throat. 


"Jan, wait, please..you're going to make me wreck l'm a little too tipsy to drive as it is." Bruce groaned 


reluctantly. 


Jan backed off a bit, still keeping an arm around Bruce and his head on the other man's shoulder, but as soon 


as they were safely back in Bruce's flat it was back on in full force. 


"I love to hear you sing," Jan attacked Bruce as soon as the door closed behind them, nipping at his neck as his 
hands gripped the darker man's hips "it really turns me onl" 


Bruce chuckled a little breathlessly "Now you know how | feel when! see you play onstage!" Jan had Bruce's 
back against the entryway wall, one lean leg against his crotch as he worked his shirt off. Bruce would never 
have believed he could get so aroused so quickly before he met Janick, it was less like flipping on a switch as it 
was like lighting the fuse on dynamite and he caught Jan, flipping him around so he was now against the wall 
and running his palm over the bulge in the blonde's skinny jeans. as always Jan's response was immediate and 
powerful. He wriggled so much that Bruce had to forcibly hold him against the wall as he stripped his jeans 
down his lean legs and took him into his mouth, unable to wait even as long as it took to get further into the 
apartment before tasting of him. Jan leaned back against the wall, kicking his discarded jeans aside and 
surrendered himself to the other man's attentions. He would have slid to the floor as Bruce grew more 
enthusiastic if Bruce hadn't kept a hand against his stomach holding him upright. Bruce's confidence in his skills 
was growing since being with Janick, the blonde man's unbridled response to the way Bruce used his mouth and 
tongue was wholehearted and unrestrained. He obviously loved everything Bruce was doing and Bruce thrived on 
that, finally taking his hand off Jan's stomach to use elsewhere. The sounds Jan was making were lighting a 
fire in Bruce's groin and he desperately wanted to remove his own jeans but was unwilling to release Jan long 


enough to even accomplish that much. 
"Come on..come on, Brucie," Jan gasped after a few minutes, "Let's go into the bedroom." 


Bruce didn't want to stop but Jan tugged on his hair and he reluctantly stood only to capture Jan's mouth in a 
heated kiss as he pressed his own body against the excited guitarist. They shed the remainder of their clothes 
on the way to the bedroom and once there Jan climbed on top of Bruce, long legs straddling him as their 

lovemaking grew more torrid. Long hair cascaded over Bruce as Jan rained moist, open kisses across his throat 
and chest and the combined sensations were taking Bruce closer and closer to orgasm without even having his 


penis touched. He had something in mind, however, he had been Toying with the idea for a couple of days. 


"Jan.., Janick, remember what we tried that last morning in Aberdeen?" 


Jan mouthed his way back up Bruce's torso "Mm..." 
Taking a mental deep breath, Bruce murmured. "I want you to fuck me like that again!" 
Jan stopped his movements suddenly and looked up into Bruce's face. "What??" 


"Don't make me say it again, it took a lot of nerve to say it at all." 


Jan kissed him again, a more gentle, loving kiss this time. "I'd love to have you like that again!" 


Bruce nodded and watched with a strange detached feeling as Jan reached to the bedside table and retrieved 
the lubricant. He couldn't believe how very much he wanted this again. It had never occurred to him to want 
this with Paul, it had never occurred to him to want it with anyone, but now it was making him shake with 


anticipation. 


Jan was back to kissing him now as a slicked hand reached between them, first stroking Bruce's erection then 
venturing below. Bruce felt the first touch of Jan's fingers and felt himself respond, felt himself harden even 
more than he had been as Jan gently let him get used to the feeling. 


He felt Jan's hardness brush against him then very slowly ease inside. Jan wasn't large but it was such an odd 


feeling of fullness and heat that he momentarily froze. 
"Are you okay?" Jan whispered. 
"Yeah, yeah..give me a second, okay?" 


Jan kissed him, exploring his mouth with his tongue, then started moving after a few moments. Bruce 
instinctively countered the movements, the weirdness he remembered gradually fading into a kind of 
anticipation. He raised his legs around Jan's hips and suddenly he was struck with a feeling as though every 
nerve in his body was being stroked. Jan noticed his reaction and he felt him smile against his neck, then Jan 
sat up, endeavoring to hit the same area time and time again. 

Bruce became unglued, a feeling of abandonment taking him over and when he felt Jan's hand wrap around him 
it didn't take long at all for him to fall off the brink into a long freefall, his orgasm hitting him with the force 
of an earthquake. Through slitted eyes he saw Jan's face as he, too, reached his completion and the sight only 
enhanced the experience for him. ‘Oh yes,’ he was thinking, ‘| understand why Jan loves this: 
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Chapter Eleven 


It was winter now. A cold, wet London winter much like the all of the previous ones Bruce had experienced, but 
this year he didn't mind the damp, the wet flakes of snow, the fog and the chill. Jan was moving in with him. 
They reached this decision after some long, heartfelt talks between bouts of lovemaking and concluded that it 
made no sense to keep two flats. They spent every night together anyway and they had just passed the three 
month anniversary of their reuniting at the music festival. Bruce went through every day in anticipation of 
seeing Janick that night and the idea of knowing he would be at home waiting for him filled him with a glowing 


happiness he could never have imagined feeling. 


It was Friday evening and during the winter months the flight schedule at the air charter slackened. There 
were just business flights this time of year, no holiday-goers or excursions of hikers or scouts to fly about, 
so he was always home by early evening. Jan had already brought most of his clothes and personal items to 
Bruce's so all they had to move were larger items such as the bureau to keep his clothes in and his amps and 


guitars. It took them just over an hour until Jan's former was completely empty and another hour to clean it, 


then they went to the pub to celebrate. 


They had become regulars at Gravediggers club, going at least one night every weekend, and Bruce had made 
several casual friends with Jan's acquaintances there. . Usually the musicians gathered in the back section of 
the club for their jam sessions, it was almost a separate room, but the club did have a main stage and a 
couple weekends a month they hosted an established band. A somewhat well-known regional band had been 
advertised as appearing that night and it had generated more patrons than usual. Bruce had gotten in the habit 
of singing with the musicians as they played around but this night when they walked in they found several of 


their friends on the main stage 

"Hey, guys, come on up here!" a bassist named Chris called to them, and as they got closer he went on "You 
guys feel like playing a few up here? The band cancelled." 

Bruce hesitated. It wasn't a large club but it was packed this night and he hadn't sung on a stage in years. 


"Hell, yeah!" Jan immediately jumped up on the raised dais, grabbing one of the guitars on stands there. 


Shrugging, Bruce joined him. After a few words they agreed on a setlist of covers and as soon as Bruce 


started singing he forgot his reservations. It was exhilarating to be on a stage again, any stage, and to have 
Jan standing somewhat to his left playing, spinning, and dancing only added to the experience. Two hours flew 


past like mere minutes and before he knew it the club manager was signaling them that it was time to wrap it 


up. 


Since they were using the club's instruments, they performed one last song and replaced the guitars where 
they had found them and jumped off the stage, heading for their usual booth at the rear of the club. Several 
people stopped them, complimenting their performance and chatting briefly. Bruce took the chance to give Jan 
a brief hug. 


"That was a blast!" 
Jan laughed, "You know you need to get back on a stage." 


Before Jan had even finished his sentence, Bruce felt himself crashed into from the side and enveloped in a 


bear hug. 
"Brucelll Man, | couldn't believe it when | saw you up there!" 


The man unclasped Bruce and he had a chance to look at him, then nearly fell over. It was Paul. Paul, who he 


had gone to University with. Paul, who he'd been in the band Speed with. Paul, who had been his lover. 


Paul was still standing with his hands on both Bruce's shoulders, standing much too close. Bruce was completely 
stunned and unable to think of anything to say. Paul still looked good; he looked too good. Same dark eyes and 
rich brown hair, same cocky smile. And what stunned Bruce the most was the look on Paul's face, the same 


look he used to have when he was thinking about sex. 

‘Its been a long time.” Bruce finally managed to mumble. 

"Too fucking long!" Paul effused. "You look great and your voice is still fantastic! How are you, what have you 
been up to?" Paul slipped his arm around Bruce's shoulders now and was attempting to lead him off. "Come on, 
join me for a pint! Fill me in!" 

"| was going to join my friends..." 

“They'll wait, they'll wait!" Paul waved dismissively, "After all, they won't begrudge you a chance to catch up 
with an old friend!" 

Bruce glanced back. The other had gone on to their usual booth but Jan was standing looking after him, his 


face a mixture of puzzlement and something else, something Bruce couldn't identify. Then Paul pulled on his 


arm and led him off. 


Paul ordered them a pint each and Bruce was mildly startled to see that he remembered his brand. He led him 
to the bar where he's been sitting and located two stools together, chatting about how he was now a 
supervisor in an accounting firm. Bruce glanced back to where Jan had been standing. He was no longer there. 


He turned his attention to Paul. 
"So, come on, fill me in! | see you're still singing but what else have you been doing?" 


Bruce found himself recounting how he'd chanced into learning to fly and learned that he loved it and how he'd 
been working for the charter for the past three years. He found himself wanting to impress Paul, wanting him 


to understand that he'd landed on his feet after Paul had virtually severed all contact with him. 


"A pilot! Really? I'd have never guessed that, Bruce, never in a million years!" Bruce felt a surge of satisfaction 
at the surprise in Paul's voice and the glint of admiration in his eyes. "And you've let your hair grow!" He 
reached out and let the ends of Bruce's long tresses filter through his fingers. Bruce felt himself freeze up at 
the familiarity of the gesture but Paul went on, oblivious. "It looks good on you. Really good!" There was an 
unmistakable note of flirtation in his voice. 

Bruce couldn't help but feel validated. Yes, damn it, he had made something of his life and yes, Paul had been 
fond of him. And maybe even still was. He wanted to ask why he hadn't heard anything from him in over five 


years. He wanted to, but he didn't because he wasn't sure he wanted to hear the answer. 

Paul went on then talking about his job, telling Bruce about the luxury car he'd recently bought and about his 
flat in Holland Park. 

‘I'd like you to see it, Bruce! Come on, I'll take you there!" 

Bruce started to follow as Paul walked up to pay his tab, then he chanced to glance at his watch. It was 
almost one in the morning! He had been talking with Paul for almost two hours. Where was Janick? He looked to 
the corner where the musicians usually gathered but the booth was empty. Paul saw him hesitating. 

"Come on!" 

Almost as though he couldn't help himself, Bruce followed Paul out into the misty night but he was unprepared 
for what Paul did next. As soon as the door to the club was closed behind them he grabbed Bruce's shoulder, 
turning him and roughly kissing him. 


Bruce felt like he was suddenly coming to his senses away from the heat and the noise of the club, and he 


shook himself free of Paul. 
"What the fuck..." 
Paul was unperturbed. "Come on, Bruce. | know you remember how it used to be. | miss that; | miss you." 


Bruce felt a tug at his heart, just a small tug. "Bullshit! You're trying to pick me up for a night of fun then 


you'll disappear again for five years! I'm not interested! I've got someone else in my life now." 


Paul still looked unfazed. "| suspected as much. | saw how you and that long - legged guitarist looked at each 
other onstage. How long have you been with him?" 


Bruce knew he shouldn't answer but he heard himself doing so anyway. "A few months." 
"And we were together for three years! | think that counts for something, don't you?" 


Bruce felt an anger start to grow within him. Paul was trying to manipulate him just as he had always done. 


"No. Not anymore. If it meant something you would never have left" 
"| shouldn't have left, | know that. Maybe | want a second chance." 
The anger grew and ignited. "Well, | don't! Fuck off, Paull" Bruce turned on his heel and started to walk away. 


"You'll regret this, Bruce. You'll come looking for me someday, someday soon. When your guitar playing 
boyfriend dumps you, you'll be back! And he will dump you, you can be sure of that! He's way out of your 


league, everyone in the club wanted him after watching him onstage tonight. Including me!" 


Bruce spun around to see Paul standing there smugly, his arms crossed in front of him and a smirk on his 
face and it flashed through his mind that he was right. Jan was too good for him to have any hope of keeping, 
too good looking and talented to be content with a short, hairy, small time pilot. But that didn't lessen his anger. 


"Fuck off!" he repeated and quickened his pace, walking back to his car. He was certain he heard Paul's mocking 


chuckle behind him. 


Bruce's hands were shaking as he started his car and he didn't know if it was from anger or discomposure. He 
managed to drive a few blocks then had to pull over to regain his equilibrium. Fuck! Why did Paul have to show 
up now, now when things were going so well with Jan? And what of Jan? Had he gone home? Why hadn't he 


come to let Bruce know he was leaving? 


After a few minutes Bruce restarted the car and drove back to his flat, noticing as he pulled up that there 


were no lights on. Jan must have gone to bed, but that was odd. Bruce would have expected him to wait up. 


Unlocking the door, he was struck with how quiet it was. He flipped on the lights. Everything was exactly as it 
had been when they left for the club, even the pile of amps and guitar cases in the corner. He was surprised 
Jan hadn't taken his beloved guitars out of the cases and put them on their stands. A niggling fear crept into 
Bruce and he rushed to the bedroom, flipping on the light. 


It was empty. Jan wasn't there, he wasn't in the apartment at all. 


He had to find out, his gut was clenched and cold now and he grabbed up his keys, running back out to the car. 
Where could Jan be, where should he look? Bruce had no idea where any of his friends lived, he didn't even 
know their last names. There was only one place he could check, and he hoped with everything he had that Jan 
was there. 


Jan's old flat was as dark as his had been, but Bruce had to check. He climbed the stairs with a combination of 
nerves and dread twisting his heart and he was almost afraid to turn the doorknob. They had left the place 
unlocked, it was empty and the landlord was to come by in the morning so they saw no reason to lock it. It 
turned silently at Bruce's touch and he peeked in. The only light was from a fixture at the foot of the stairs, 


the apartment was completely dark. He took a step inside and then he saw the silhouette of a figure seated on 


the floor by the window. 
"Janick!" 


The head looked up slowly but he didn't speak. Bruce groped for the light switch but the utilities had been 


turned off so he went over to where Jan sat, sinking to the floor beside him in the darkness. 


"What are you doing here? Why aren't you home?" he reached out and laid a hand on Jan's bent knee. Jan 
didn't react at all but in the light from the window Bruce could see him well enough to know he was looking at 


him. 
"Jan....2" 


"It was a mistake for us to move in together, Bruce." Jan finally spoke. "Maybe it's a mistake for us to even 


be together." 
Bruce felt a stabbing in his heart. "What? How can you say that? Because | went off at the club..." 


"Because of who you went off with. Clive knew Paul's name and once | heard it | knew why you went off with 


him. 
"We just had a few drinks, Jan" 


Jan was shaking his head. "That doesn't matter. What matters is you went off with him and didn't say a word 
to me. Not a word, Bruce!” Jan's tight grip on his emotions was breaking now and Bruce heard a dozen 

different emotions in his voice. Sadness, jealousy, worry and God knows what else. He felt guilt and regret. Jan 
was right, he had simply turned and walked away from him at the club as soon as Paul called his name. There 


was no excuse for that. 


"|... l'm sorry, Jan. | should have introduced you to him, | should have asked you to join us. | don't know why | 


didn't." 


"You shouldn't have gone with him in the first place, but | suppose | can understand. You've never told me too 
much about him but it's obvious you were in love with him. You probably still are." Jan's voice was heavy with 
defeat and hopelessness and by now Bruce's eyes had adjusted to the dark enough for him to see that Jan's 
face was moist with tears. 

‘I'm notl! | love you, Jan!" Bruce knew he was pleading but he didn't care, pride wasn't worth losing Jan for. "l 
never loved Paull | used to think | did but | hadn't met you then, | had no idea what love really felt like! And | 


sure as hell don't feel anything for him now!" 


"Why did you go with him then? Why did you just leave me standing there?" Sullen resentment laced Jan's 


voice now and he lowered his head once he realized Bruce could see his tears. 


"| don't know." Bruce confessed with a sigh, removing his hand from Jan's knee and letting it fall to his side. "He 
caught me off quard, it was like no time at all had passed and when he snapped his fingers | jumped." 


"Why would you do that?" Genuine curiosity now. 


Bruce's voice fell and he slumped back against the wall under the window. "I don't know." he repeated. "I always 


felt like | had to, you know? That if | didn't he would go and find someone else who would." 
Jan was looking at him, he could feel his gaze, but he didn't speak for a few moments. 
"You're better than that, Bruce." He finally said, his voice soft. 


"Am |?" Bruce snorted. "I left the man | love standing alone in the middle of a club. Paul was right, | don't 


deserve you." 
"He said that?" Jan sounded shocked. 


Bruce nodded. "I told him l'm with you now and he said it would never last, that | could never hold onto anyone 


as wonderful as you" 
"That's the biggest load of bullshit I've ever heard!" Jan's voice rose in indignation "And you believed that?!?" 
Bruce couldn't answer because he had believed it; he did believe it. Jan reached over now and took his hand 
"Bruce. look at me 


Almost against his will, he looked into Jan's face. He was beautiful in the half light and Bruce had to restrain 


himself from reaching out and touching him. 


Jan didn't restrain himself, though. He put both hands on Bruce's face, forcing him to look at him. "Bruce, | 


don't know where you got your inferiority complex and | don't know how to deal with it, but | do know one 


thing. | love you! | love you just as you are, | love you for who you are, | love you for how you make me feel, 


| love you for the long talks and the fantastic sex and for everything! You have to start believing that!" 


Bruce knew he was right. He'd almost lost Jan twice already because he didn't dare trust him. He'd let himself 
lose touch with him after they'd first met, and he'd driven him away with cruel words when they met again 


at the festival. 


| can't keep you, Jan. | think I'm proving that, | think | proved it tonight. | hurt you. I've hurt you before and | 
seem to just keep on hurting you. You deserve better than that!" 


"That's kind of up to me, isn’t it?" Jan said gently, his hands still on Bruce face, his thumbs stroking his cheeks. 


"As far as l'm concerned you are all | need. You're definitely all | want!" 


Bruce knew silent tears were escaping from his eyes but he couldn't seem to stop them. "What if | hurt you 
again? What if | keep on doing stupid, thoughtless things and hurt you again?" 


Jan was silent but he didn't break his gaze. Bruce found himself wishing there was more light. He never got 
tired of looking at Jan. 


| don't think you will," he finally said. "I think you've just been afraid and have been trying to protect yourself 
from getting hurt. Paul somehow let you think that's all you deserve but I'm going to make damned sure you 


know better!" 


Bruce took one of Jan's hands in his and brought it to his lips, kissing each finger then kissing the palm, then 


he looked in Jan's eyes. "I love you, Jan! | love you so damned much! Please..come back home with me." 


Jan seized him, hugging him fiercely then kissing him. "Let's go." 
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Chapter Twelve 


A few weeks later, Jan came home from a day at the studio filled with excitement. Bruce had gotten home 


early, it was terribly slow at the airline and he'd been able to go home by mid-afternoon quite often 


"Bruce!" Jan bounded in, tossing his jacket on the sofa and joining Bruce in the kitchen where he was attempting 


to cook supper. "Guess what happened when | was leaving work today!" 


Bruce had to laugh. He turned the burner down low and turned into Jan's arms, returning his kiss with 


enthusiasm. "No idea, luv. What happened?" 
Jan led him in to the sofa by the hand and pulled him down. "I ran into John McCoy. Do you know him?" 


"| know who he is, and somehow he knows who | am." Bruce remembered how the big man had helped him get 


through security at the festival. 
"Yeah, he does, he mentioned you specifically. He's trying to get together a band. He has a lot of connections, 
Bruce, and he's already lined up a drummer. He's a bassist so he just needs a singer and a guitarist. And who 


do you think he wants?" 


Bruce had an inkling where this was going but he had to mess with Jan a bit. "Hmm... | can't imagine. Bugs 
Bunny and Elmer Fudd?" 


Jan's laughter lit up his heart. "You're daft. You and me! He wants to know if we would be interested in joining 


his band." 
Bruce was grinning but he shook his head incredulously. "What did you tell him?" 


"That | had to talk to you, of course! He knows we're together and if one of us isn’t interested the other won't 


be either." 


That was true. It was getting a little easier every day to accept the plain fact that Jan was completely 
devoted to him, though he still couldn't understand why. "Well, tell me what you think while | make sure dinner 


doesn't burn" 


They talked about it all evening, ending up snuggled together on the couch still talking at midnight. There were a 
lot of things to consider. Bruce's job was the biggest obstacle. To commit himself to a professional band he 
knew he would have to quit the airline and that was a frightening prospect. While he would never get rich as a 
charter pilot it was steady work and an adequate income. If the band didn't come to anything Jan could easily 
go back to studio work with his talent and reputation but it would be more difficult for Bruce to locate 
another pilots job. 


"Do you have any savings?" Jan asked, then immediately flushed. "Sorry, none of my business." 


He was lying against Bruce's chest as they reclined on the couch and Bruce pressed a kiss to his forehead. 


"Don't be absurd, everything about me is your business. | have a little money put aside but not much." 
"Hmm... " Jan snuggled deeper into Bruce's arms, "so have |, a little. It isn't just the money though, you know. 
I'm... well, I'm kind of worried about you. If this takes off, there will be tours. We'll be in strange places among 
strange people and you've never toured professionally before. | want to be sure you'll be comfortable, Brucie. | 
don't want you to do anything that won't make you happy." 

Jan wasn't saying it in so many words but Bruce knew what he was getting at. He was worried that the self- 
doubts Bruce was susceptible to would resurface. He had only begun to gain a sense of self-worth anchored in 
Janick's unconditional love and he knew that Janick's concerns were realistic. 

"Being on stage with you makes me happy. Hell, being anyplace with you makes me happy. You're good for me, 
Janick. You know when to be stern with me and tell me I'm being stupid and you know when to be loving and 


bolster my ego." 


Jan nodded but the warmth in his eyes spoke volumes. "So what's the bottom line, Brucie? Do you want to do 


this?" 

Bruce smiled. "Do you?" 

Jan laughed, "Uh-uh, you first" 

Bruce wrapped his arms around Jan and thought, but he had already pretty much made up his mind. 
"Yeah. If you're there at my side, then yeah, let's go for it!" 


Jan squeezed his arms tighter around Bruce and leaned up to give him a resounding kiss. "Good! I'll call John in 


the morning!” He moved away but Bruce caught him and pulled him in for another kiss, this one deeper. He felt 


the spark of passion that never failed with Jan and the kiss became more ardent, their mouths molding to and 


exploring one another, hungry to get closer even when getting closer seemed impossible. 


Bruce rolled onto his back pulling Jan down on top of him, loving how the blonde's slim body responded to his 
every touch. Janick's kisses moved around Bruce's jaw to his ear, flicking his tongue across the lobe in a way 
he'd learned drove Bruce crazy. The moist velvety tongue, the warm breath, the scent of Jan's hair combined 
to make him breathlessly need more. He slid his hands beneath Jan's shirt, pulling the shirt over his head so 
he could feel the lean muscles of his lover's back against his palms. The skin was soft and warm to the touch 
and Jan was so sensitive to every move of his fingers , causing a squirm or a sigh as the blonde continued to 
lavish attention on Bruce's neck and chest. 


It was easy to lose himself in Jan's touch and he lay back, his hands still smoothing over Jan's naked back, 
giving himself over to every kiss, every lick, every nip Jan was giving him. It was almost a surprise when he 
felt Jan's fingers undoing his jeans, opening them and lowering the zipper and sucking soft kisses into the 
exposed flesh. Jan had become a master of teasing, he gave loving attention to every inch of Bruce's skin as 
he lowered and discarded his jeans but he deliberately avoided the few inches where Bruce needed it most. The 
air was filled with moans, sighs, and quiet encouragements from both men as Jan worked his way down one 
muscular leg and back up the other, his fingers fondling Bruce's testicles as his mouth hungrily feasted on his 
thighs and hips. 

When at last Bruce felt himself sucked into the velvety depths of Jan's mouth he felt dizzy with desire. Even 
now Jan continued to tease, varying his techniques, enjoying prolonging the inevitable. At last Bruce couldn't 
stand it for another second and when he felt the blonde’s hardness pressed against his leg he knew Jan was in 


a similar state. 


"Come here," he whispered, running his fingers through the silky hair spread across his stomach. Jan quickly 
complied, smiling as Bruce pulled him up and kissed him deeply, then rolled him onto his back. Jan was already 
writhing against him, his hips undulating as Bruce brought out the lubricant. Within moments they were joining, 
the sounds becoming more frenzied as their movements quickened. Jan was a moaner, he made soft sexy 
breathy sounds that sent a shiver up Bruce's spine and an electric current straight to his dick. 


Jan reached his climax first, his hips sharply bucking into Bruce's thrusts as he spent himself between them, 
his head rolling from side to side in mindless abandon. The sights and sounds quickly sent Bruce over the edge, 
and like every orgasm he had with Janick the sheer force of it took him by surprise. He cried out sharply and 
dig his fingertips into Jan's white shoulders, letting the sensations flow through him as lights flashed behind his 
eyes. 


"Oh God, Jan!" He gasped, falling to Jan's side and gathering him close, kissing him. "How did | ever exist without 
you!" 


Jan giggled, nuzzling into his shoulder and kissing his cheek. "I don't know, but | hope you know you're never 


going to have to again!" 


| hope not because | couldn't live without you now!" 


Jan's lips were soft against my neck. "I love you, Brucie." He murmured sleepily. 


"| love you too." Bruce whispered into his tousled hair. 


Epilogue 


The plane circled the Aberdeen airport and Bruce smiled over at Jan, giving his hand an unobtrusive squeeze 
between the seats. Two days before they had performed the final show in the bands first tour. It had only 
been a short tour, three weeks in Scandinavia and northern Europe but it was an exhilarating experience for 
Bruce. They had been so well received John was certain it would be no problem at all to line up some dates 
around the U. K. over the next few months while negotiations were underway for the next step in the band's 


career. 


Bruce's confidence, both in his voice and in himself, had grown stronger with each show and he and Jan had 
only grown closer. Standing on stage with the gorgeous guitarist every night had never failed to fire Bruce up 
and there had been times when he hadn't been able to wait until they got back to the hotel but had pulled Jan 
into the nearest unused room at the concert hall for a hurried tryst. John and their drummer Mel surely 
suspected why they disappeared on these occasions but since they were discreet with their relationship as a 


whole nothing was ever said aloud. 


Now, however, they had a week's break and it was just over a year from the day they met so a celebration 
of some sort was in order. Because this had all started in Scotland it seemed appropriate to go back there, 
only rather than staying at a city hotel this time they had rented a vacation home for a week not far outside 
the city right on the North Sea 


It hadn't always been an easy year. There had been lean months before the band started getting regular gigs 
but the combination of Bruce's voice and the reputation both Jan and John had eventually paid off and they 
began to gain a following. When Northern Spirit agreed to give the band a tentative contract and send them on 


a short tour the money worries seemed to be over, at least for the present. 


Bruce's personal demons continued to haunt him and through many late night talks with Jan he came to 
understand he was really only fighting ghosts of his childhood. Abandoned by his mother and raised as a 
burden to his grandparents Bruce had been ripe for someone to come along and manipulate him to their 
advantage, subtly fostering his own lack of self-worth. Jan was changing all of that, however, and Bruce was 
reveling in not only the boundless emotional support of his lover but also in the praise his singing and stage 


presence was beginning to garner among local music journalists. 


As long as they were together there was no place for the two of them to go except forward, and they 


planned to be together for a very, very long time. 


T EN Dewar 


